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SHE BLOWSI 



CHAPTER I 

I AM Hearing tlie evening of life. Many people tbink of 
me, I know, aa a man who has attained to aa mucb as one 
can leaaonably hope for In tbia life — if they think of me 
at all. It li not so much, after aU. The tbioga I hare 
aimed for and miaaed leem, at timea, moch more impor- 
tant tlian tboae I have bad. But I put tbia thought bj, 
Yoath expecta a good deal ; and when one is young — and 
for a long time after; indeed, until a man is old — be finds 
hope at the bottom of the cap, enough of it to drown the 
taste of the bitter draught be has taken. I have evolved 
the theory that a man is old only when, the cup drained, 
there is no hope left in it. Thank God, I have not yet 
reached that point. 

But I am inclined to reminiseence, and It scares me 
somewhat, for pronenesa to reminiscence ia a aymptom of 
age. I know that well, and garrulity Is its sister. I am go- 
ing to give my inclination to reminiscence play in writing 
of an experience of my youth. It may help to prevent me 
from boring my friends, and if you find this narrative be- 
coming tedious, nothing is easier than to put the book 
down. 

I was bom Is New Bedford, on Mill Street, in 1857- 
My father was Timothy Taycox, a ship carpenter, and a 
good one; a great whacking man, with a pleasant face 
and the neck of a bull. My mother was — well, she was 
my mother. I remember faer always aa kind and loving, 
mad, indeed, so was my father; but my mother — well. 
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I cannot seem to get beyond that— ihe vas mj mother. 
I must have tried her greatly and often, bat alie nerer 
failed me, and I worshipped her, bo far as it is in a boy 
who Is healthy and strong and a roamer by nature. I bad 
tvo brothers, one older and one younger than myself. I 
might make a history of my relations with my brothers, 
especially the older, who used to pick upon me shame- 
fully as long as I was unable to hold my own, but that 
Is none of my purpose. 

My first school was on North Street. My reeoUecUons 
ol that school are virid, and interesting — to me; but I 
suppose the school was not unlike other schools of its sise 
and character. It was a small school, with about twenty- 
five scholars. The afternoon session was over at four 
o'clock, and then I set my face to the wharves, as the 
needle to the pole, except in the shortest days of winter. 
It was often warm for long periods during the winter. 
Two or three of us, kindred spirits, went together, some- 
times running all the way, sometimes merely wandering, 
but always bringing up at about the same place. That 
was generally at the foot of Hamilton Street. Hamilton 
Street is a little street not much more than a hundred feet 
long, offset from the foot of William Street. It leads 
down very steeply from Water Street to a wharf, and 
It* very name brings up before my mind a picture of a 
pair of heavy horses breasting the hill vigorously, drag- 
ging a low truck loaded with barrels of oil, and stirring 
np with their feet the powdery black dust of the streets 

These low trucks were very generally used In New 
Bedford. The body was hung below the axles, and cleared 
the ground by perhaps eight inches. They had no sides, 
and the barrels of oil were rolled up on them and stood 
on end, and with the continual shaking and rattling 
about they wore deep grooves into the flooring of the 
truck. It was a new truck which was not grooved In rings 
fore and aft of the great beam which tcrved for an axle^ 
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The baaements of the bnildliigi on that steep hill were 
■hipping offices, or the offices of oil merchuits, or the 
■gents of ahipi. Indeed, you could hardly go into an office 
from Water Street to the water-front without seeliig sea- 
chests stacked along the walls, with the name of some 
ship painted on the front of each chest Not all of the 
offices of owners or agents of whalers were withfn this 
ares, but thej were not far from H. Wing's outfitting 
store, where I suppose all the business connected with 
their ships was done, was on Union Street, about a blo^ 
•bore Water. 

At that time and for some years after there was no 
railroad along the water-front, and nothing to Impede the 
long line of trucks and small boys wending to and fro. 
About where the railroad is now there wag usually a row 
of oil barrels on their sides, looking fresh and black and 
greasy. Gangers were apt to be busy about them. And 
just beyond, on the throat of the wharf, were two struc- 
tures like pens, enclosores fenced in with old ships' 
abcathing which showed plainly the nail holes, the white 
efflorescence and the greenish stain which proclaimed the 
fact that they had sailed thoosands of miles of salt ocean 
with the copper next them. These pens were on either 
side of tbe entrance to the wharf, and between them was 
a lane, deep in powdery block dost, and just about wide 
enough for a truck. 0»er the tops of the fences of sheath- 
tng could be seen seaweed bleached white with age, and 
flourishing green land weeds, nodding and waving in the 
wind. Under the seaweed, I was told, were barrels of oil 
which their owner had packed away there some years be- 
fore. He was waiting for a rise in price. Tbe barrels may 
be there yet, bnt if they are they mast be nearly empty. 
The oil will hare leaked oat 

I describe these things, naturally enough, as the pic- 
tare of them forms in my mind; and that is as they ap- 
peared in the summer. For I just about lived along the 
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wharyes and on the water dnriag the anmiaers. I remem- 
ber very dearly the five old hnlka which lay in the dock 
at the foot of Union Street. One of them was the bark 
Phenix. I cannot now recall the names of the others. All 
of them were stripped of ererTthlng down to their masts. 
Not a yard nor a topmast was left, nor anything remov- 
able without breaking them np. As I recall their condi- 
tion, even the copper was gone from their aides, as far as 
I could see. They looked battered but mighty, and they 
filled me with sadneai. I never ventured on hoard of them, 
bnt I examined them minotely and repeatedly from the 
wharves on either side, and I knew every patch and stain. 
I have sat by the honr atop of a pile to wbicb hawsers 
were made fast, and I have sailed in imagination through 
storm and through sunny seas in those old ships, and 
have had all kinds of hair-raising adventures. 

It was a rare occasion when any one of the wharves — 
at any rate the three or four wharves from Union Street 
north — had no ships lying beside it. There were usually 
two or three beside each wharf, and sometimes more; dis- 
charging or fitting or being repaired. My father was al- 
ways at work upon some ship, on a staging in the dock 
alongside. I never tired of Watching him at work, and 
would sit for hours on the stringpiece just above him or 
on the wharf opposite, while he removed from the side or 
the bottom of the vessel " hove-down " ribs which had 
begun to rot, and put others in their places; or renewed 
the planking on the bottom. 

" Heaving down " for repairs was a common occur- 
rence. A tackle was fastened to the mast and to a special 
beaving-pile on the wharf. There were several of these 
heaving-piles on each wharf, each firmly anchored by 
great masses of rock. I have seen scores of ships haaled 
down. The sails were always unbent — stripped — from 
the yards almost the first thing after a ship came In, but 
the yards were often in place on a vessel when she was 
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hove down. Th^ were braced well aronnd, of course, or 
she could not hare been bove over very far before her 
main yard would touch the wharf. Then they heaved on 
the tackle, and the vessel was heaved over upon her bilge, 
ezposing the bottom on one side. I have often seen a ves- 
sel's keel entirely exposed In this way. The exposed side 
of the bottom was as easily got at in this position as if she 
had been in dry dock; perhaps rather more easily. The 
csrpenters worked from float stages alongside, and the 
ship was let up little by little as they worked up from the 
keel. First the copper was ripped off, then the sheathing, 
sad then the planking, sad then the ribs taken out, if 
any of them needed to be replaced. I have seen the bare 
bones of many a ship exposed In this way, and it would 
be possible to rebuild a ship completely, first one side and 
then the other, without taking her out of the water. I 
have no doubt tlut it has been done. 

As long as I was pretty small I was fairly well con- 
tented to sit on the stringpiece, with the sun on my back, 
and watch my father ; or to sit on one of the low, smooth, 
round-batted mooring-piles — always called " spiles " in 
New Bedford — and gase out over the harbor. It was 
a beaotifnl harbor. It is a beautiful harbor now; but 
there seems to me to be something lacking, and less of 
that atmosphere of peace and serenity which I loved. Al- 
though there are still a few of the old square-riggers 
left there are many days and weeks together when not 
one of them is at the wharves, and I have not seen a ves- 
sel hove down In many years. 1\ is no longer to be ex- 
pected that, as one turns into Hamilton Street, there 
will appear the once familiar tracery of masts and yards 
banging like a net before his eyes; not a forest of masts, 
; perhaps, but enough of them to warm his heart. Some of 
the yards bad sails hanging from them and flapping 
gently in the breese, and on some the sails were neatly 
fatled> but most of them were bare. A jobbing wagon 
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vcnild be driveii npoo the wharf In ■ whirl of the block 
dust, and would discharge ita load of uUors, many of 
them natiTes of one of the Western Islands, or of Brava, 
tome very block, ss I recall them, with great hoops of thin 
gold in their eon; and their donnage, some of it in sea- 
cheats, but much done up in shopeless bondles in o gay 
colored cloth or in a sheet. They were fine, upstanding 
men, talking ond longhlng omong thcnuelres, and the 
fomilior way in which they handled the lances and har- 
poons and the other boot-gear excited my envy. They had 
eome from the home of such gentry in Scmth Water Street, 
a port of the town known as Foyal. Foyal -~ the South 
Water Street Foyol — hod on nnsovory reputation. 

These men and the white sailors who came with them 
were bound for the vessel with soils on her yards, for 
che wos oboat ready to set out on o voyoge of two or 
three or four years. In those days voyages averaged be 
tween three and four yeors in length. There was always 
great confusion, as It seemed to me: piles of boxes and 
borrels and coaks, o mote or two shouting orders, oweot- 
faig men getting the things aboard, some lengths of chain 
cable, colls of new rope which creaked as they were 
bondled, and innumeroble odds and ends. I watched ond 
wondered ontU, at last, the tag came alongside, lines 
were cost off, ond the vessel wos token ont into the stream 
to anchor there overnight. The crew were kept busy 
there, stowing things, but even then there was apt to be 
a great litter on the decks when she was finally token In 
tow by the tag. The tug cast her off somewhere below 
Sow and P!ga — somewhere between Sow ond Pigs ond 
Blo(^ Islond — ond, with a farewell blast of her whistle, 
tnmed about and came home again. But I did not wit- 
ness that ceremony nntil I was 6fteen. 

When the ship bod hanled out into the stream I would 
■It on my fovorite pile ond goxe ont at her and at the 
harbor. She nsuolly anchored in the channel near Palmer's 
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IfUnd, almort In Une vith Fort Pbonlz'oii the Fftit- 
havcn tide. I aat on my pile and gasod at her, look- 
ing trim and Kaworthy- — as sbe wai in fact — and en- 
Tied the black boya with the thin gold boopa in thdr ears, 
and dreamed dreami, aa I suppose all boya do, even the 
most matter-of-fact of them. Those dreams of mine were 
to come true. Instead of the whitewashed walls of Fort 
Phoenix and the whitewashed lighthouse on Palmer's 
Island, I saw a heaving ocean onder a sonny sky, and off 
upon the surface of that ocean I saw feathery clouds ol 
vapor slowly rise, like the drooping white ostrich plonM 
on Ann McKim's hat; and the feathery shafts of vapor 
drifted off and vanished, and from the masthead floated 
down to me the melodious cry, " Bl-o-ows I" And I roused 
with a start, and there was nothing before my eyes but 
the low whitewashed brick wall of Fort Phoenix and the 
whitewashed lighthouse on Palmer's Island, and the smil- 
ing snrfaee of the harbor, and the ship waiting there. 

I nsed to row about a good deal, when I bad money 
enough to hire a boat — good boats were ten cents an 
boor — or when I thought I could depend upon the good 
nature of AI Soole, who had boats to let I could not swim 
a stroke. It is not unosnal for men who have much to do 
with the water to neglect to learn to swim. For a sailor, 
what use is it? — they ask. He is apt to be weighed 
down with sea boots and heavy clothes, and the weather 
is usually such when a man falls orerboard that it is Im- 
possible to pick him up anyway. Mind yon, these are not 
my own ideas I am giving. A whaleman needs to know 
how to swim. If he would save his life, and not depend 
too nearly upon others. It is a good thing for a boy to 
know, even if be is not going whaling. I would have a 
boy learn as aooa as he can walk — or a girl cither. It 
is the sooree of a great deal of pleasure. 

It happened that the father of my best friend had a 
boat, a thir^-five-foot sloop. Naturally enough I was 
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uked to go uiling tn it whenerer Jimmy went Jimmy 

Appleby waa the boy'i name. The aloop was rather old- 
faahioned, eren for those days, and onr going ont in her 
was not all play. John Appleby foand ns of some help 
eren when we were only ten, and we learned quickly to 
help in hfHsting sail, and to tend sheets, and to reef, and 
to steer, and to do the other little odd jobs in connection 
with sailing a boat. I bave gone out on the footropes of 
the bowsprit many a time when I waa not tamed twelve, 
and it had come on to blow, and ihe was plonging into a 
bead sea — she pitched fearfally, with her sliallow body, 
and a head sea jnat about stopped her — and I have been 
trying to stow the jib — not to fnrl it, jnst to tie it 
down any way — and holding on for my life, and kavo 
been plonged to my neck in one sea after another as she 
dived into them. That sloop was the champion high diver. 
I do not think that that experience ever imbaed me with 
the desire to learn to swim. I was concerned only with 
liolding on and getting my job done as soon as possible. 

I haTe no clear recollection of my nsual standing at 
•ebool, except that I have the impression that I was apt 
to be In hot water from one cause or another. I mnst liave 
done reasonably well in my studies, for I gradoated from 
the Grammar School before my fifteenth birthday, but my 
sctlTe interests were not there. The memories that snrge 
op and clamor to be let loose are those of the water-front, 
the wharves, the ships, the harbor, and the bay. 



CHAPTER 11 

Om raoraing toward the end of June in the year 1873 I 
WM on the wharf at the foot of Hamilton Street, where I 
waa most apt to be. My father and a gang of ship carpen- 
ters were bna7 at the Iwttom of a ship that waa hove 
down there, and thej were working on float stages along 
ber side. I have forgotten the name of the ship. It was yet 
early, for in those days carpenters went to work at seven 
«nd stopped at six or thereatwuts, and no man that I ever 
knew of the old class of artisans would leave his hammer 
In the air, but he would work a few minnteB more, if that 
was necessary to finish what he was at, and they were a 
contented, happy lot — superior men, as a role. 

The merry sound of the mauls waa not merry to my 
ears, for I waa restless and discontented, I remember, «1- 
tbongh there was nothing that shonld have made me so. 
But I was just throi^h school, and although iny father 
and my mother had said nothing about my getting to 
woric, and my father had done nothing about It — fathers 
were apt to do something about It In those days, getting 
their sons apprenticed to whatever trade seemed good to 
them, without much regard to the preference of the sons 
-— although my father had done nothing about it, I say, I 
knew that I was expected to get to work with no more 
delay than was reasonable. Both my father and my 
mother were wise people, and they wanted me to have 
time and opportunity to look about me and decide for 
myself what I preferred to do, for my decision would 
Involve my whole life, very probably, and greatly affect 
ny happiness. Wben I had decided, I knew tiiat I could 
depend npon my father to help me to the best of his 
ability i and that would be considerable, for my father 
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wu B maa of some influence In his yray, and especially in 
his trade. He had already helped my older brother Tom, 
who had chosen my father's trade, a choice which greatly 
pleased my father at the time, Tom was at his ship car- 
pentering then on one of the stages with the men, and hs 
had served three years of his apprenticeship. My younger 
brother, Joshua, was already planning to go into the same 
trade, bnt my father was rather lukewarm about it. He 
did not say why, bat I can gness now that he was begin- 
ning to see that it was a trade that was doomed to eX' 
tinction. 

Joshua had two years more at school, and before the 
two years were up he had changed his mind. He became 
a machinist, and went Into structural steel work, and then 
into building steel ships. In 1917 both of my brothers were 
busy: Tom, at sixty-three, turning out wooden ships at 
Bath as fast as he could get the timber and men to put 
them together, and Joshua, at fifty-seren, turning out 
steel ships with a tremendous clatter in a sort of gigantic 
boiler-worlu. I could not stand Josh's shipyard, while I 
enjoyed being in Tom's. I enjoyed it better than Tom 
enjoyed having me there, for they were very busy, bnt 
the men were all old men and they could not be driven be- 
yond a certain pace; but they come to the yard at four 
. o'clock of a summer morning. 

On that morning In June, 1S72, I was making my 
choice, although I was not aware of it, but knew only that 
I felt discontented and uneasy and rather wanted to fight 
somebody. It Jimmy Appleby had been there I should 
probably have fought him — we fought often, without 
rancor, and without a decision — and the whole course of 
my life would have been changed. But Jimmy's father had 
put him to work, and he was not there, and there was 
nothing for me to do but to wander about the wharf, 
watching the men swinging their maols; and I could not 
see much of that^ except at the bow and the stern, for the 
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vessel vu hove down over tbe wfasrf, and her hull hid 
them. From the other side of the dock I should have had 
a fine view, but I saw it so often that I did not care mncb 
for it, and I suppose I did not think of it, being taken np 
with my restless state of mind, which impelled me to and 
fro. It sent me to the end of the wharf, where I stood 
upon the stringpiece and loiAed down Into the water just 
below. It was of an unhealthy, greenish cast, not like the 
green of the sea. It looked filthy, but I saw an immense 
school of little fish nosing around the piles of the wharf. 

A whaler was at one of the Fairhaven wharves, and a 
number of other boats were scattered along the water- 
front, most of them small. I was about to look farther 
down toward the ferry slip and railroad station, but there 
lay a whaler in the stream, all ready to start; probably 
waiting for some of her crew, or for her captain to get 
Ms papers at the Custom House. I knew the vessel. It 
was the Clearchns. She had been fitting for some time, at 
the wharf next above the one I was on, and I had watched 
the caulkers, the carpenters and the riggers busy at 
her, each in their turn. Tbe desire most have been con- 
ceived and born and got well grown without my being 
aware of it until that minute, but I knew it then. I looked 
at her lying there on the water that was nilBed under a 
aonthwest breese, some great pennant tlying at her mast- 
head — I suppose it bad her name on it, or the name of 
her owners, for I know it was white with a blue border 
and some blue letters in the centre — and there was not 
wind enough to keep it out straight enough for me to read 
the letters, but it would roll up and fall nearly straight 
down, and then unroll lasily and whip out to its length 
for just an instant, and drop and roll up again before I 
could make out a single one. She must have been waiting 
for her crew, for I saw only two men aboard of her, and 
they were doing nothing, but leaned upon the rail, which 
was at the height of their shoulders. 
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I hod among my moat treasured possusions two littlo 
boolu, in p&per-coTered boards, " The Eveatful History 
of the Mutiny of the Bounty " and " Lives and Voyages 
of Early Navigators, with a History of the Bucaniers." 
They could not be called new books even then, in 1S72, 
for they were published by the Harpers in I88S and 
1888. They are beside me at this moment, the paper-cov- 
ered boards torn and stained, and the pages dirty and 
mach thumbed. Some of that thumbing had already been 
done, for I had found the tales of adventure in the books 
absorbingly interesting. No doubt I was thinking, as I 
gased at the Clearchus over the smiling waters of the 
harbor, of that huge black savage of tlie Patagones who 
came capering and singing down to the shore to greet 
Magellan, his face painted red and yellow; or of Otaheite 
«nd its mjddle-ftged queen — if that is what she was — a 
chief ess separated from her husband, and languishing 
for Wallis. Although of course I knew better, I always 
thought of those coasts and seas as they were in the times 
of Magellan and Wallis. I had an intense desire to visit 
them. But I have no clear recollection of what I was 
thinking of. I must have given a thought to Jimmy 
Appleby. I know that I stayed there, wandering im- 
patiently to and fro, or standing at the stringpiece watch- 
ing the Clearchus, waiting for twelve o'clock and praying 
that her captain might have trouble in filling his crew at 
the last minute. 

The Vineyard boat went carving out in a wide sweep, 
another came in; a tugboat pursued its leisurely way 
across the harbor, and I held my breath in fear lest it 
should be bound for the Clearchus — with her crew of 
two; a lightship began to warp Into the next dock above, 
preparatory to heaving down for repairs; the Custom 
House boat started out with an inspector to meet a ship 
that had been sighted down the bay; two catboats started 
from Al Soule's for the same purpose; riggers and steve- 
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dorea were busy on a whaleship in the dock next below, 
getting Ler spara up and bending on sails; the leisurely 
activities of New Bedford Harbor of nearly fifty yeara 
ago went on; the sun was warm and the wind light, and 
the amell of tar and iperm oil was heavy on the air, but 
in the lee of the hill the oil smell overpowered everything 
else. I liked that sickish smell of crude sperm oil. I like 
it yet. With that smell in my nostrils I have but to close 
my eyes and I see the warm, sunny harbor, some whaler 
lying in the stream ready to sail, the fluorescent green of 
the water in the dock — its peculiar color due to a mix- 
tore of oil and sewage — some other whaler lying at tha 
wharf with her sails hanging limp from her yards, per- 
haps a vessel hove down at the other side of the wharf, 
and I heard the sound of mallets and the laughter and the 
talk of men on the still air. 

Fifty years ago I was actually hearing these things, 
waiting impatiently for twelve o'clock. But I waited, for 
I wanted to apeak to my father alone. At last I heard the 
bell in the Stone Church tower sound noon, but the sound 
of the mauls did not stop at once, but one after another; 
then a few strokes of a single beetle, and I heard it laid 
down. The men bad already begnn to come op. My 
father was the last, and I watched him with some pride, 
a big, brawny, smiling man. I wished I were btg and 
brawny and smiling, like bim. And he saw me standing 
there, and smiled more than ever, a personal amile and 
tender in a way. 

He put his hand on my shoulder. "Well, Timmie," he 
said. "Yon here yet? I thought you would have gone 
home long ago. Dinner '11 be waiting. What is it, boy? 
Walk along with me and tell me. I can see it 's something 
bothering you." 

My brother Tom had started walking with ns, but we 
were too slow for him, and he had run ahead. It was Big 
Tim and Little Tim. My father was always known aa 
Big Tim. 
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I did tiot know bow to begin, ao 1 said nothing, but I 
atniggled. 

My father saw the struggle. He smiled again. " Oat 
with it, Timmie," be said. 

I raised 017 tjea slowly, and I am afraid that tears 
vere in them. 

" I wont to go whaling, father," I blnrted ont. 

His smile faded swiftly. " Do yon f " he said. " Do 
yon ? I hoped it would n't be that. It begins to look — or 
it has been looking for some time as if the whaling busi- 
ness would die ouL It won't be a good business for some 
time, if it does n't go from bad to worse. Ha?e you 
thought of that, Timmie 7 " 

I shook my head. " I want to go whaling," I said again. 

He laughed, and then he sighed. " It 's a bad business 
for your mother and me," he said, " to hare our boy 
starting out on a voyage at fifteen for three or four years. 
But if yon will you will, and I 'd better see about getting 
you a berth." He turned and looked at the ship in the 
dock below. " There 's a vessel the riggers should be 
through with soon. She should sail in a couple o' weeks 
or thereabouts. I might get you in there. What do yon 
•ay, Timmie ? " 

" Where is she going, father ? " 

" Well," he answered slowly, " It 's always hard to teU 
where a whaler 's going. Wherever whales promise. But 
we braced and strengthened her for Ar'tic work. She '1 a 
good vessel now, Timmie, and thoroughly braced. I think 
likely she 'II round the Horn, and make the Ar'tic next 
season. If she has luck in the South Seas she may hang 
over there another winter, and not try the Ar'tic until the 
next year. But the Ar'tic 'a where she 's going sooner or 
later." 

" I don't want to go to the Ar'tic, father. Where 's the 
Clearchna going ? " 

My father looked around in surprise. 
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" The Clearchua I " be exclaimed. " Why she 'a In the 
Btream. Her crew 'U be aboard ia an hour or two. Ccp'n 
Nelson expects to sail to-day." 

" But where 's she goi»g f " 

"Going sperm whaling, Hatteraa, South Atlantic, In- 
dian Ocean, probably, and South Seas. I don't know, and 
I don't suppose Cap'n Nelson knows. She isn't going to 
the Ar'tic, that 's sore." 

"If her crew isn't aboard pretty soon," I objected, 
"she can't sail to-day." 

" Well, no," my father said, " probably won't. Could 
of coarse, if he wanted to, hnt 't is n't likely. Might go 
below and anchor, but what are yoa up to, Timmie ? 
Going on the Clearchus ? " And my father smiled as he 
asked the question, as though it were absurd. 

" I 'd like to, father," I said. " I want to go on a ship , 
that 's going sperm whaling in the warm oceans ; to the 
South Seas. I — I 've always wanted to see the South 
Seas." 

My father smiled again. " ' Always ' is a long word, 
Timmie. How long does It stand for? And as for seeing 
•n ocean — why, one ocean 's much like another — ex- 
cept the Ar'tic. Yon might think you were out on the bay 
with Jimmie. And a couple of hours' notice isn't much 
for your mother and me, ia it, now i — going off for three 
ot four years ? " 

" No-o, I suppose not. But I did n't know what I 
wanted until I saw the Clearchus out there. I know now. 
And 1 11 come back, father. Of course I hate to leave you 
and mother — " 

My father laughed at that. 

"Yes," he said, "you seem to. But never mind, Tim- 
mie, I know how you feel. Perhaps it 's just as well. We 
shan't have the month of dreading it, and It '11 be over 
before we know it. 1 11 do the best I can for you, but I 
csn't promise. Nelson may be having trouble of soma 



16 SHE BLOWSI 

kind. I ll jnat drop in at the Ciistam House on the chance 
of fSading him there, and if he is n't we 'U run otci to 
Wing's to see what they con tell ns. Bat you mnrin't 
fret if it can't be done." 

I almost danced with joy, and I promised not to fret. 
I knew that I should not fret at a thing that could not 
be done. I have never done that. I do the most and the 
best that I can, and am quite cheerful over the outcome. 
I was always the same; and what better can a man do 
than his beat, and accept the result with a cheerful heart ? 
But if we had made no attempt to find the captain I 
should have fretted at having left something undone and 
possibly lost a chance that I might have had. 

We had been walking slowly up William Street as we 
talked, and it was abreast of Eggers'a little gunshop — 
where I had been used to go for my supply of fishline* 
and hooks — that my father rirtnally gave his consent 
and told me not to fret. The steep, short slope of John- 
nycake Hill was jnst at our left — the Bourne Whaling 
Museum is now at the top of it — and the Custom Honse 
was but a few steps away, on the upper comer of the 
next street. I broke away and ran, looking back at my 
father with an ecstatic smile. 

My father laughed again. " Hold on, Timmie," he 
called. " Where 'you going ? " 

" Custom House," I called back, " Cap'n Nelson might 
get away." 

So I ran, leaving my father laughing, and I waited im* 
patiently for a few seconds beside one of the huge Doric 
columns supporting the roof of the portico of that ancient 
pile of granite. It always seemad to me as old as the 
{pyramids. The Post-office then occupied the first floor, 
but there was nobody passing either in or out at that time, 
and my father joined me beside the Doric column. I re- 
member that the broad stone steps seemed not a whit too 
■olid and strong for hit massive frame as he came up. 
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Re gaid nothing, bnt chuckled u he and I entered to- 
gether that empt7, echoiog room, and made for the stairs. 
It was — and is yet, I suppose — a curved staircase of 
stone, and never failed to excite my wonder that it stood 
ftnd performed its function, for the granite steps were 
without visible means of support at their outer ends. I 
always mounted it with trepidation, half expecting that 
it would give way beneath me and precipitate me into 
the echoing abyss below. The stone steps were somewhat 
worn by the feet of many captains, and my own feet had 
oontribated. 

Wc entered, and saw a long mahogany counter snr- 
mounted by a glass fence, behind which a man was writ- 
ing, standing at the counter. He had a long, pointed 
beard, sprinkled with gray. He seemed to be alone in that 
spacious room. He was the Deputy Collector, 

We started along beside the counter, which seemed end- 
less, and my father was just opening the gate when sud- 
denly we beard the sound of voices, as if a door had been 
opened. The voices stopped, and a man stumped toward 
us vigorously. I should say now that he was a youngish 
man, bnt then I thought him very old. He was about 
forty, with a close-dipped brown beard growing nearly up 
to his eyes, which were gray and piercing, looking out 
from between half-closed lids. Those eyes gave the im- 
pression of being at a great distance, and there was a 
spark of light in them so that they always made me think 
of a lighthouse with its cone of light. Even now I never 
see a lighthouse at a distance of three or four miles that 
I do not think of Captain Nelson's eyes. 

" Hello, Tim," he said, with no apparent intention of 
stopping. 

But my father blocked the gateway. He was a good 
head taller than Captain Nelson. 

" I 'd like to have a word with yon, Cap'n, if yon have 
time. I won't keep yon long. Don't yon want a boy? " 
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" A bc^ ? One of yonr boyi ? Thta the one ?" He took 
tne hj the arm and made me face him, I was smiling ner- 
VODSly, " You want to go whaling ? " 

" Yes, flir," I said as steadily as I conld. " That is, I 
want to go If yon 're going to the South Seas." 

Captain Nelson laughed. " No Ar'tic in yonn, eh f 
What yon want to go to the South Seas for ? We don't lie 
'round imder palm trees and eat breadfruit and watch 
the surf breaking on coral sands, like the pictures in your 
geography books. What 'you been getting hold of? " 

I squirmed and got very red, and stammered and said 
nothing. 

Captain Nelson laughed again, and gave me a little 
■hake and let me go. 

" Well, Tim, no need to ask about any of your boys. 
You recommend him, I suppose ? " 

" I do, Cap'n. I 'm sorry be 's taken witli whaling, and 
that 's the truth ; and it 's rather sudden, for he 's only 
told me within the last half-hour, and his mother and I 
will hate to have him go off for three or four years. But 
if that 's what he wants I 'd better help than try to hinder 
him." 

Captain Nelson nodded. " May be five years, Tim. No 
knowing." He turned suddenly to me. "What's yoor 
name ?" 

" Tim, sir." 

"Well, little Tim, I guess we can find room for you. 
May not get the crew in time to sail to-night. Probably 
won't. But you 'd better be on hand and keep an eye out 
for us. Bright and early in the morning, anyway." 

He nodded again, got his clearance papers, and 
stumped out. I stared stupidly after him. 

My father sighed. " Well, Timmie, that was soon done. 
We *11 be late for dinner. Come along." 

And I said nothing, hut pegged along beside him down 
the echoing stone stairs, my elation rapidly ooaing out at 
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m^ fingtr-Upi. I WM beginning to think of the other tide 
of it — his side and my mother's — and to be more tLui 
half sorry for my haste; but what is done is done. Boyg 
— and girls too — are thoughtlessly cruel, fortunately for 
them and the world. 

I could not eat much dinner, but went off to my room 
to pack a few things, among them my two predons books. 
It was not a large bundle that I tied up. My father must 
have told my mother as soon as I had gone, for she came 
np to my room as I was tying up my bundle. She had been 
crying, and tears were yet fn her eyea, but she smiled di- 
vinely as she stood in my doorway. 

" Well, Timmie, darling," she said gently, " so yon 're 
going to leave us. Four years is a long, long time to look 
forward to withont you. I had hope that you would 
choose something else. But if you bad to choose this it 's 
better to hare it soon orer, and not to have a month of 
dreading it. And 1 11 say nothing but God bless you and 
God keep yon, my precious 1 " She sat on the bed. " Come 
here, darling boy, and let me hare one hng and a kiss to 
remember." 

So I went, and I threw my arms around her neck, and 
I hid my face. We stayed so for a long time, she rocking 
back and forth, hugging me bard, and whispering to me. 



CHAPTER III 

The Clearcbns did not get off that d&j, and at aix o'clock 
my father and I walked home together, my heart like 
lead. The evening passed somehow. We all went np to 
bed at nine, as we always did, while the bell on the Stone 
Church was ringing the curfew; but we might as well 
have stayed op for two or three hours longer, for I coald 
not sleep, and I am sure that my mother could not. It had 
began to rain, a dreary drissle, before I finally fell 
asleep. 

I was awakened to find my moUier stsuding In my 
doorway. Sbe was smiling, but she looked as if she bad 
not slept well. It was already after six. I jumped up, slid 
into my clothes hastily, and joined the family at break- 
fast, but I could scarcely eat. I was glad when my father 
pushed back his plate and got up. I said good-bye simply 
enough to my brothers, and they said good-bye to me, but 
they did not get up. Tbey did not even stop eating. My 
mother came to tbe door with us. Tears stood in her eyes, 
but she smiled as she gave me a long, close hog. I re- 
turned her bug and her kiss, but I was very near to tears 
and I could not speak, so I bolted oot at the door into 
the rain after my father, and I waved my hand to her. 
That was another picture that I carried locked in my 
breast of my mother standing at the open door, in the 
dreary drissle, looking after me and smiling. Mothers 
have a good deal to bear. I wonder that they stand it. 

We did not get off until after ten o'clock. I was the 
first to see it — I mean the job wagon with its load of 
men and bundles. It was being driven on to the next 
wharf below — Central Wharf it was, although I did not 
know the wharves infallibly by name then. I called to 



SHIPMATES SI 

mj {«tIicT, took np my bundle, and wslked, rather slowly, 
I am afraid, around the head of the dock. The afternoon 
before I should have ran. My father canght up vith me 
at the head of the wharf. 

The wagon was unloading about halfway down the 
wharf when we got there, and the men were taking oat 
their bundles. Those bundles were of all sUes and all 
colors, but all were shapeless, a few in neat canvas bags, 
several in pillow-cases, and the others in gay flame-col- 
ored cloths, red and orange and a peculiar blue, but the 
predominating color wag some shade of magenta. It is curi- 
ous how fond those Western Islanders are of magenta. 
The men were grouping themselves, squatting on their 
bimdles in the driule, or sitting on the rounded tops of 
the mooring-piles or on the stringpiece, or standing. I 
noticed only three of them: a great, gaunt, very black 
man, with thin hoops of gold in his ears, who stood im- 
passively, his arms folded across his breast, and gased 
at nothing and did not speak; a smaller man, also in- 
tensely black and with similar gold hoops in his ears, who 
•at atop of a pile and smiled and poured a steady stream 
of talk that I could not understand np to the first, and 
the gaunt man suiiled now and then, showing a set of 
teeth that were sharp and of a dauling whiteness; and 
a very old man, who I suppose was originally a white 
man, with fingers permanently bent, like talons, and very 
wrinkled face that looked like leather in texture and in 
color. He was sitting on the stringpiece, his neat canvas 
bag between his knees, and looking up at the two black 
men ; and occasionally there would flit over his face a hu- 
morous smile, leaving tiie look of humor there. On the 
whole it was a quiet crowd, and merry enough, consider- 
ing the weather. A man, who I found afterwards was the 
second mate, moved slowly around among the groups and 
finally stood still, holding converse with none and gasing 
out over the harbor. 
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The old man cast bis bomorouj eye tip at mj father, 

" Lovely mamiag," he said. 

My father laughed. " If yon take it ao," be said, " it 'a 
better. After all, what does the weather matter to an old 
aailorman like yon ? " 

" Not a bit. I never let it make any difference to me. 
But the talk of these lads," be said, waring a weather- 
beaten hand, with its talon-fingers, at the two black men, 
" always makes me want to laugh. It sounds like monkey 
talk." 

" Don't you nnderstand it ? " 

He shook his head. " Not me. I oerer learned Portagee. 
I should die laughin' if I tried. They had none in tha 
nary in my day." 

My father was interested. " Hare yon been in the nary? 
I should hare said merchant vessels, but I did n't think 
of the nary." 

The old man nodded. "Oh, aye," he said. " It was tba 
nary until the war was over, and I was too old for that, 
and then the merchant service for a couple o' years, and 
then whalin'. Whalin' 's easier. They don't drive a vessel 
■o. Yon were n't goin' on this ship? " 

My father smiled, and laid his great arm across my 
■boalders. 

" No, I 'm not going, but — " 

" The boy t " the old man interrupted, " la he so ? 
Well, can I be sort of lookin' after him ? I 'd take him 
under my wing with pleasure, perhaps teach him a thing 
or two, and try to keep him out o' trouble." 

My father was pleased, and accepted the old sailor's 
offer; and he told him of his own experience in the navy, 
and they swapped yams for half an hour. The old man 
had been a boatswain in the nary. He was only fifty-eight, 
he said, I don't wonder he put It that way. The second 
mate had moved, and I looked up and saw the Helen 
Augusta, our largest tugboat, just about to make a land- 
ing at the end of the wharf. 
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I sdsed mj father's ann In a panic. 

He smiled. There tm something infinitely protective 
in my father's smile. 

" I 'm going dovn with yon, Timmle, and come back 
in the tog. It 's too wet to vork, luckily, so it won't make 
any difference to me, and I guess Cap'n Nelson '11 let 
me go. Unless," be added, looking at me suddenly, 
" you 'd rather not bare me. Perhaps yon 'd rather say 
good-bye here. If you would I 'd understand it" 

I shook my head, and clung fast to bis arm. I conld 
not have spoken to save my life. The old sailor, my new 
friend, was rolling along beside us, his canvas bag over 
his shoaldcr and sticking out a foot or two fore and aft. 
He glanced at me and smiled, and we all trooped aboard 
the tug on to her upper deck, and the men filed down the 
ladder to a place where it was dry and warm. 

We were about to follow them when we were hailed 
from the pilot house. Wo obeyed the beckoning finger, 
and in the pilot house we found Captain Nelson and the 
captain of the tugboat, a silent, sour-faced man whose 
name I cannot now remember, although it was then very 
familiar to me. Another man was leaning on the window^ 
sill, his head outside, and one hand grasping a spoke of 
the wheel. He shouted some orders, pulled the bell, and 
we backed for a minute against a stem hawser. Then he 
polled the bell once, and the chug of the engine stopped ; 
before the water had stopped its swirling past the side 
he pulled the bell again, the engine chugged once more, 
' and the bows turned faster toward the harbor. I was 
looking out at the wharves through a glass covered wfth 
little fine drops of mist, and I saw one of the men on the 
wharf lift the bight of heavy line over the lop of the 
mooring-pile and drop it into the water as we began to 
go ahead. The man at the wheel pnlled the jingle bell, 
and the engine chugged faster, and I could hear little 
familiar noises from the engine, as though it had settled 
down for a day's worii. 
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I waa sUll looking ont through the taiaty gloss at the 
rapidly receding wbarrea, with the veiael that the rig- 
gen were not through with, the other that my father was 
working on banled down, the atagiDga floating ia the 
dock beside her; the lightship in the process of being 
hove down; tbe pens of sheathing and the rows of oil 
barreb; the tops of tfae wharves themselves, every foot 
of which I knew intimately. I wondered when I should 
next set foot on those familiar wharves; the picture 
blurred a little, and it was not tfae rain. But I was not 
quite fifteen, and I was going away on a voyage of four 
or five years. At fifteen, four or five years might as well 
be foar or five sons. Our turning had cat off my view of 
the wharves, and we had straightened ont for Uie Clear- 
chas, and tbe rain was coming dead ahead. 

We were drawing alongside the Clearchns, and we 
made fast and tbe crew went over the side stolidly, al- 
though some of them seemed merry enough, and my old 
sailor took the whole thing as a joke. Then Captain Nel- 
son went, and my father and I. By the time I had got 
on the deck of the ship the captain had gone aft and was 
talking with the mate. 

I had never happened to be on the Clearchus before, 
' and neither had I been on any whaler just starting on a 
voyage. Her deck was well cluttered with all sorts of 
stuff, which there had been no time to stow below, and no 
men to do IL Some of it was covered roughly with tar- , 
paulins to keep it from tfae wet, and it was shoved bito 
comer) or littered tbe alleyways between the great 
brick try-works and the bulwarks. The deck itself — 
where it showed at all — was covered with a film of mois- 
ture, and seemed to have sweated just oil enough to make 
It vety slippery. 

The deck of an old whaler is full of odd structures. On 
almost all old whaleihips there were two small deck- 
houses aft, one on either tidcj with the wheel and the cabin 
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■kjligbt betTeen Uicm ; vid on many ships this space was 
roofed orer, giving the steersmaa protection in bad 
weather. This was the case an the Clearchoa; and there 
was another stmctnte just forward of this after boose. 
This " gallows," as it is called, was no more than a roof 
oorering the booby-hatch — which led to the steerage; 
where the boat-steerets slept — supported on posts at the 
comers, the posts inclined sharply inward at the angle of 
tbc standing rigging. On the top of this roof were three 
spare whale-boats, bottom up. There was a third structure 
• — merely a roof — just aft of the foremast, over the try- 
works. The galley was in the starboard side of the after 
bouse, which may strike some as a very queer place for it, 
but it was always so on a whaler. It was necesaorily 
very small, taking up less than half of that side. The 
cabin stairs, or companion, were' in the port side of the 
after boose. 

We took refuge under the gallows over the booby-hatch, 
from which point we had as dear a view of the deck as 
It was possible to have anywhere except from the 8cui>- 
pers. The deck was anything but clear, and the man at 
the wheel saw the great butts of the masts, the try-works, 
and other things of a more temporary nature, but little 
^ of the deck, and of the sea before the ship and of the sky 
above nothing at all. There was no need for him to see 
either. He had an unobstructed view of the compass. 

The tug took us about twenty-five miles, but it seemed 
an unbearably abort journey on that dull, rainy morning. 
The silence was broken only by the soft noise of the sea, 
and of the ship going through it, and by the creak and 
groan of the hawser on the bitts and of the yards in the 
slings as she rose and fell gently; and by the sound of 
the water dripping from the yards and rigging upon the 
deck, and now and then a voice. Altogether it was a silent, 
gray, dismal journey. Colls of rope hung from the belay- 
ing pins near me, and they swung regularly with the 
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motion of the ship. I wished that they vcnild stop. They 
did not, of coarse, except foi > moment, regularly; tbea 
they began again. 

The time was coming soon when the tag would cast 
off, and my father most go back. We got beyond Devil's 
Bridge, with the Vineyard looming indistinctly, but 
scarcely visible, on our weather beam. The tog whistled, 
and Captain Nelson came to us. 

"Well, Tim," he said, "I goets yon 11 have to get 
ready. It 's too rough for the tug to come alongside, but 
I '11 send yoD over in a boat. She 's dropping ns now." 

My father said he was sorry to be so mnch tronble; 
snd Captain Nelson said It was no matter, that It would 
be good practice for the crew. Then be looked at me, and 
pnt his hand on my shoulder. 

" Timmie," he said gently, " yon have n't signed yet, 
and if you wont to go back with your father I '11 send 
yon," 

I shook my head furionsly. " No, thank yon, air," I 
Boid. " I '11 sail with you — if you want roe — if you'll 
take me." 

How could I back out then ? I should have been a 
langhing-stock for years, and I should never have a bet- 
ter chance. But I did want to go back with my father. 

Captain Nelson smiled. " I '11 take you, and you 11 get ' 
over your homesickness when we get a sight of the son. 
It 'a a dismal day to start off." 

They cast off the hawser, and backed the main topsail, 
and the vessel lay there with tiie seas beating upon her 
while the tag came up abeam, and lay rolling. And they 
came and cast loose the very boat we were standing un- 
der, and the men tailed on to the falls, and the boat was 
lowered until it was level with the rail; and two of the 
crew tumbled in to look after the falls, and my father 
gave me one hug, and I clung to him for a moment. 

" Good-bye, Timmie," he whispered. " I '11 (pve your 
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lore to your mother. Be k good boy, uid do a little mom 
than Ib expected of yon. Be ready to do a man'a work 
when yon are able, and let as be proud of yoa when yon 
come home." 

The men began to alack away on the falls. I watched 
the men slide down the falls as the boat touched the 
water, my father among them; and the falls were ns- 
hooked quickly, two men holding her o£F from the side of 
the ship. Then they shoTcd off, the five long oars took the 
water, and they rowed to the tog, the whaleboat rising to 
the seas as lightly as a cork. And they drew alongside the 
tng, bnt did not stop, and my father stepped out upoa 
the broad rail of the tug and down upon her deck, and 
tamed to wave to me. 

As the boat came back the tug started, with long blasts 
of her whistle a> s message of farewell to qb. My father 
still stood in the gangway, close to ber honae, and waved 
to me. I watched her aa long as I could see her, a mite ^ 
• speck tossing on the bearing sea. 
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Bt Ac Best mnnring the ikies had deand, and Ihm wwM 
bright aim, vith a light breese from the aonthvert. It 
had in M*"' to dear icnmi after midnightf and the atan had 
eome oat one br one, vith drifta of ragged aeod fljii^ 
srer. I had sot aeen H, hot I vaa sleepiiig aamdly, after 
•one miaerable faonra, for I wmm a tot booieaiA boj. 
Motho- and father — era bruthen — and home nenr 
aeemed ao dear or ao far awar. and I aujuul to be eafc 
off fntn thea conpletelj. I had do pangi of ar if itVnr ■§> 
otha thai or later, fcv vhich I rappoae I abonld be 
thankful; bnt I did not p*e that matter a ain^e thoogbA, 
as far as I can ranember. I anppaae mr nmid vai too 
tlMnw^T takoi np with ita own «ntdicdnen to TOTJ 
abont a potaible vretchedneai of bodr. And a full rcaH- 
aatioD of mr vretched and miaerable date came npoo me 
the ittrtaot I was fnUr awake, with a distinct stab at m7 
bearL A few tean tridded f ran mr eyes, and mv heart 
wac like lead mtil I stepped oat upon deck and saw 
the snn and a qniet aea, misty about the boriaau, and the 
haik "'"^"g her way throogfa ft nnder easy sail, railing 
a TOT little, laiily, and Hie mot. barefooted, acmbbing 
the deeks as clcsn as miglit be of their coating of oil with 
the water stanHing upon it in little separate ditqw. like 
dew. I know the deck had a queer, greasy, b>a*^ kwk, 
and fairly large diopt had gathered and stood op. little 
smoo th hills, aboot two or three inches apart. The wat^ 
&am the hoae and the moi with their iwabs made these 
bills disappear like magic, together with the fms^ look 
of the dedc Tarpanlini in irregolar heaps still cOTeied 
pil« of stuff here and there on the deck, which the men 
anided as well aa they could. 
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One of the men iwabbing the deck was my old friend 
the old navy man, whose name I found waa Peter Bottom. 
The two very black men with gold hoops lo their eara 
were there too, the tall one as silent and dignified as ever, 
bnt working well, and the shorter one gay and garrulous, 
but seldom evoking from the otiber as much as a smile. 
What these men's real names were I never knew, and It 
does not matter what they were. The tall one always went 
by the name of Tony, and the shorter one by the name of 
Man'el. 

Peter Bottom looked np at me, and smiled and winked, 
and worked nearer with his iwab. There waa a quar- 
terdeck on the old Clearchos, and a break in the deck 
with one low step np to the port covered by the after 
house. I was standing on that step and leaning against 
the honse, for 2 did not want to get into the water that 
was flowing so freely. When Peter hod worked near 
enough, he told me in low tones that if I would hnnt him 
np later he wonld impart some information that might be 
useful and the beginning of my education. 

The men were busy nearly all day getting the decks 
reasonably clear, and the stuff stowed below, and it was 
not until late in the afternoon that I found Peter Bot- 
tom standing by the'windloBS, gasing out to the eastward. 
The wind was light, as it hod been all day, and it looked 
very qoiet and peaceful out there, with a grayish haie all 
along the horlaon. The water toward the west, on the 
weather aide, was too bright to look at with comfort. 
There was still a very sli^t heave of the sea left from 
the night before. Many of. the crew were standing about, 
or sitting on the forecastle, but they were not saying much. 

Peter looked np as I approached. He had a sort of 
permanent smile on his face, a pleasant, humorous ex- 
pression of perpetual amusement. This deepened to a per- 
sonal smile when be saw me. 

" Here yon or^ my lad/' he said. " I was just thinking 
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about yoa, and that I 'd bAve to go after yon If I conid 
contrire a way. Now to begin at tbe begiiuiiiig, what 
might jovT name he i" 

"Tim," I answered I "Tim Taycox." 

" A good name," be said. " I had a shipmate named 
Tim once, but he did no credit to the name. My name 'a 
Peter Bottom." That was how I found oat his name, al- 
though I have lucd it already. " A queer name, Bottom, 
but it 's none of my reaponsibility, my name. Yon '11 call 
me Peter, and so we '11 get rid of it. Now, tell me what 
yon know about whaling, lo 1 11 know where to begin. 
There 'a no sense In telling yon what yon know a'ready. 
And then yon might tell what yon know of ships and of 
sailing, for I s'poae yon 've knocked about some in small 
boats, living in New Bedford." 

Now, what I really knew abont whaling was nothing at 
all, although I had always heard it talked about, and had 
absorbed as much in that way as a boy can who has seen 
nothing but the shore end of it. So I told Peter joat that, 
and I told him of my experiences in boats. 

" What 's your lay ? " asked Peter Bottom suddenly. 

" My lay? " I stammered. "I — I don't know." 

** Don't you know what I mean ? " he pursned. " Every 
man on board has a part o' the voyage — the catch — in- 
stead o' wages." 

I am afraid I interrupted him rather indignantly. Of 
course I knew that, but I had not the least idea what the 
share of each man was. He enlightened me. First he told 
me that the share of the boy was one two-hundredth. 
That would give me, if our take of whales amounted to 
fifty thousand dollars, the princely snra of two hundred 
and fifty dollars for four years' work. That did not seem 
very much, but Peter comforted me by saying that Cap- 
tain Nelson was a good master, and had the reputation 
of making good voyages, and it was likely that I would 
get more than that He told me that the owners took two 
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thlrda of the take for their ibue, tad fomiihed the vei- 
■el uid fitted her, and fed the crew throagbout the voy- 
age, and made whatever advances were necesaarT. If the 
ship made a " broken voyage," as an unprofitable voyage 
was called, it might easily resnlt in considerable loss to 
the owners, while the crew at least could not lose on it. 
Snch nnprofitable voyages were few, however. It was 
everything to get a lucky master. Captain Nelson had the 
reputation of being a very lucky master, and the Clcar- 
chns bad always been a fairly lucky ship. Peter had satis- 
fied himself on those points before rigning, and he sup- 
posed that all the best men of the crew bad been equally 
particular. It was easy to get a good crew for a ship and 
a captain known to be lucky, and often very hard to get 
any kind of a crew for a captain without that reputation. 

He told me further that Captain Nelson's lay was one 
tenth, which ia the largest that was given to a captain; 
the mate's one twentieth, for our mate, Jehoram Baker, 
was also a good man. A first mate's lay ranges from one 
eighteenth to one twenty-fifth. Our second mate, Alonio 
Wallet, was "nothin' to brag on," as Peter whis[>ered, 
but he got the regular second mate's lay of one thirty- 
fourth. The third mate, John Brown, bad a lay of one 
for^-fifth; the fourth and fifth mates got a little less 
than that; and the five boatateerers got from one one- 
hnndred-and-eighteenth to one one-hundred-and-fiftieth. 
Five mates may seem an Hcessive number. I know It 
seemed ao to me, but the Clcarchus was a five-boat ship, 
and needed five boatheaders. How Peter found ont the 
amount of the captain's and the mates' lays I never knew; 
possibly it was only gossip. Then he gave me the lays of 
the rest of the crew. 

The cooper got one sixty-third; the steward one nine- 
tieth; the coc^ one one-hundred-and-twentieth and half 
the slush ; what the slush was I did not know at the time, 
although anybody of any intelligence ought to have been 
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able to gcesa that ft wu the refnse from the galley. I be- 
came familiar enough with slush before I got borne again, 
and a bucket of slush will come neater to turning mf 
stomach than anything else. It consists chiefly of grease, 
often turned rancid. Man; a backet of it hare I carried 
to the masthead, and have applied it generously and rap- 
idly to the mast all the way down, for I was always 
anxious to get that job done and to get rid of my dnsh 
bucket as soon aa possible. 

But to come back to Peter Bottom and the lays. The 
lays of foremast hands varied according to their ability 
from one one-hnndred-and-fiftieth to one two-hundredth, 
but Peter's own lay was one one-hundred-and -twenty- 
fifth. This was without doubt in recognition of his skill 
as a seaman, and his record. He was a better man than 
our second mate. He bad sailed all the seas over and over, 
could navigate a vessel, and conld easily have got a post 
in the cabin but that his long years as seaman had un- 
fitted him for the command of men, and he was too old 
to begin that now. But his ability was recognised — own- 
ers were always very ready to recognize ability — and be 
was greatly trusted by Captain Nelson and Mr. Baker, 
the mate. The second mate was not a great friend of 
Peter's. It is not to be supposed that Peter himself told 
me all this while we stood there by the windlass. He was 
a modest man, and he knew better than to brag about 
himself even if he had been inclined to. I did not add np 
the fractions — the lays — to see if they came out right- 
Probably they did not. 

Our crew consisted of twenty-five seamen, including 
the boat-steerers, ranging in ability from Peter down to 
the green hands, of whom there were eight at starting 
on that voyage; the captain and five mates; and the 
cooper, the sailmaker, who could act on a pinch as cooper 
and as carpenter, the steward, the cook, and the boy, who 
was myself; thirty-six all told, enough to man the five 
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boats and to leave six oa tbe ship to woric her if nece»- 
Barf. The boat-steerets arc included among the seamen,' 
but their standing on the ship was more that of petty 
officers. 

All this time the ship was slowlj forging ahead in the 
light air, and rising and falling lasily, and the light of 
tbe late afternoon sun was making the water to wind- 
ward of a daxsling brightness, while I looked off to lee- 
ward over a quiet sea to the hssy faoriion. There was not 
wind enough to keep tbe sails full, and now and then one 
fell against the mast and made a corions scraping sound 
until a puff of air drew it away again. 

Peter was beginning on tbe sails of the ship. Now, 
what I knew about a square-rigged vessel was even less 
than I bad known about tbe matter of lays, and I was 
feeling ashamed of my ignorance and rather hopeless. 
But as I looked off at the water, I saw, about two or 
three miles off, a little feathery puff of vapor rise, like the 
drooping white ostrich plume on Ann McKim's hat. The 
feathery shaft of vapor rose lasily, and tbe sun shone on 
it and glorified it for a brief moment, and It drifted off 
slowly and vanished. And I watched it stupidly, and just 
as I came to and grasped Peter Bottom's arm, there 
floated down to us from aloft a melodious cry. 

" Bl-o-o-ows ! Bl-o-o-ows ! " 

It was most deliberately given, and was a qnavering, 
mosical cry, running up and down the scale, much like 
a yodel. It was one of the black men who gave it. These 
black men always gave the cry more melodiously than a 
white man. They bad bad a man aloft all the afternoon. 

That cry was music to me, and all the men were inter- 
ested, especially tbe green bauds, to whom it was as 
strange as it was to me. 

Mr. Baker was waving bis arms and beckoning, and 
the crews of the first and second mate's boats were run- 
ning, Peter Bottom among tbe best of them. The boats 
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were atill lashed «t the darits, but It took 011I7 a few 
■econds to loose them and to begin to lower, two or three 
of the men in each boat be^nning to overhaul the har- 
poons and lance* and other gear. As soon as the boata 
■track the water, the falls were nnhooked, and they 
pushed off from the side of the ship ajod lay there while 
the crew seemed to be busied with something on the 
thwarts, I could not see what, and the ship was slowly 
leaving them bobbing and drifting. I was just begizming 
to wonder about it when I saw that it was the mast and 
sail they were busy with. The second mate's boat stepped 
her mast and spread the sail, but in Mr. Baker's boat 
they abandoned that intention, and began rowing, while 
the ship kept off gradually oa the same course as the 
boats. 

By the time we had made our course Mr. Baker's boat 
was well ahead and going strong, the £ve long oars dip- 
ping slowly and with a fair regularity, but with some 
splashing from the green hands. It occurs to me to say 
something about a whaleboat for the benefit of those who 
do not know the boats, and they must be many, for the 
whaleboat, especially the boat fully equipped for chasing 
whales, has become a very unfamiliar sight. 

The whaleboat is sharp at both ends, and is built as 
lightly as is consistent with great strength. Its length is 
thirty feet; beam, six feet; depth at extreme ends, a trifle 
over three feet (thirty-seven inches in the boats of the 
Clearchns); depth amidships, twenty-two inches. It 
rides the seas like a cork, and the sense of buoyancy Is 
surprising to any one who Is not nsed to the boat. It has 
a centreboard, and is equipped with mast and sail, which 
can be set up when wanted. For the purpose of stepping 
the mast quickly, it has a sort of hinge to the thwart on 
the after side, and as it is raised, the foot slides down to 
the step in a guide, or channel, until the mast is erect, 
when tile butt drops Into the step. It Is held In its plac« 
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hy ctaya, pemutneiitlr fast to the mut ne» ita head, 
abore the hoist of the sail, one on each side, which are 
then made fast throngh eyes on the gnnwales. 

When the boat is going under sail it is steered hj • 
radder. This mdder U always carried, when not in ose, 
close Diider the gnnwale at the stem, ontside the boat, of 
course. It Is held in place b; two small lines permanently 
fast to it, one at the heel of the mdder, the other np 
nearer its head, the inboard ends of the lines passing 
throagh holes in the port gnnwale to cleats on the little 
deck at the stem. The rudder is always hong before the 
boat la lowered, as It wonld be a difficult matter to hang 
it in a seaway, and might consume much precious time. 
When fast to a whale, the mate hauls In on the opper line, 
unshipping the radder, and makes the line fast to the 
starboard cleat; then he hauls in on the lower line, rais- 
ing the heel of the mdder to the gnnwale, and makes fast 
to the port cleat. This operation can be performed with 
a few turns of the hand, but many mates preferred the 
steering oar, which is twenty-two feet long, to the rud- 
der, when at close quarters. A couple of sweeps with this 
great oar will usually lay the boat around, but with the 
mdder it is not easy. A whaleboat, because of its length 
and the comparative flatness of Its keel, and the slight 
purchase of the mdder, will not come about easily onder 
saiL 

When going npon a whale, a boat always goes, if 
possible, under sail. This is not for the purpose of saving 
the men tronble, although you would think that a praise- 
worthy purpose. It is to avoid frightening the whale, 
which hears the sound of oars at considerable distance, 
the sound undoubtedly going through the water. When 
the sail cannot be used, oars are used, or paddles. The 
paddles are used only when it is necessary to go very 
quietly, and there Is no wind. They are usually stout and 
beavy, about four feet long; and when not in use arc 
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stuck along the sides, near the thwarts, and ont of the 
way. 

Oars are the normal method of propnlsion. There are 
five long oars, three to starboard and two to port. FrtHU 
bow to stem, they are called harpooner's (generally called 
" harpoonier " on a whaler), bow, midship, tub, and after 
oar. The harpooner'a and the after oar are fourteen feet 
long, and the midship oar eighteen feet. Those three are 
the starboard oars. The port oars, the bow and the tub, 
are sixteen feet each. Under the tub oar, by the way, 
■eems to be the favorite place for a whale to strike a 
boat. By this inequality in length of the oars a pretty 
good balance is reached, whether the barpooner is row- 
ing or not Each of these long, heavy oars is handled by 
one man, who sits far over on the thwart on the opposite 
end from the thole-pins or rowlocks. When thole-pfns are 
used the oar works on a mat laid up of small tine, placed 
between the pins, to muffle the sound ; rowlocks are matted 
with marline or other small staff. 

The steering oar, as I have mentioned, is twenty-two 
feet long. It passes ont astern over the gunwale on the 
port side of the stem-post, through a bight of rope cov- 
ered with leather, which rests on a bracket One end of 
the rape forming this bight is taken inboard through an 
eye, and belayed on a cleat on the deck at the stern. 
There is a projecting handle on the upper side of the 
steering oar, and the steersman stands up to his work. 
When the steering oar is not in use, it Is drawn in clear 
of the water, and on the boats of the Clearchus, at any 
rate, the handle was held in an eye spliced Into a rope, 
which was worked in above the gunwale on the port side. 
This just fitted the handle, and held the oar out of every- 
body's way and ready for instant use. 

The boat is decked over for three feet at the bow, and 
four feet at the stem. The deck at the bow is sunk six 
inches below the gunwale, and is called the "box." Di< 
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KcUf aft of tile box ia the cleat, oi " dnmsy cleat" This 
is s wide, heavy plank, on s level with the gunwale, in 
which — on the port side, unless made especially for a 
left-handed man — a roughly semicircular piece is cat 
oat, into the place of which will fit a man's left thigh, or 
upper leg. The edges of this hole are thickly matted with 
yam or other soft staff. Into this opening the hsrpooner 
fits his left thigh to steady him when he is about to dart 
the harpoon, or the mate fits his when he is about to use 
the lance Various sheaths are on the forward edge of the 
cleat, for knives, and along its top runs a loose piece of 
heavy line, its ends knotted nndenieath at opposite ends 
of the cleaL This is the " kicking-strap," under which 
the whale tine passes. There Is a hatchet In a frame on the 
side of the boat below the cleat, where the mate can reach 
it easily, to cut the line; and a whaling-gun lies on a 
board onder the cleat, at his right, fast to the boat by a 
line through its stock. 

The deck at the stem is used tor the cleats which I 
have mentioned, for the lines from the rudder and the 
steering oar, and onder it is the caddy or locker in which 
are carried the breaker of water and the lantern-keg and 
the compass and other small things with which a whalfr- 
boat is usually equipped. The lantern-keg contains biscuit 
— hardtack — candles, flint and steel, or matches, pipes 
and tobacco; all the necessaries of life. The main pur- 
pose of this after deck, however, is to provide a con- 
Tenient place for the loggerhead. 

The loggerhead is a miniature mooring-pfle projecting 
from this deck on the starboard side, and continued down- 
ward through the cuddy into the keel. Its top is six 
inches in diameter, and it is eight inches high. The whale 
line passes around it on its way out, and one or more 
turns can be taken around it, so that the line can be 
snnbbed as much as is wished, or can be held there. It is 
• frequent occurrence for the loggerhead to get so hot 
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from tbe friction of the line that it naoltea, and Is 011I7 
preveoted from bursting into flsme bj tlirowing water 
upon the line hj the bucketful or the hatful. 

Whale line Is a beautiful silky rope, nsnally seven 
eighths of an inch in diameter, although I have seen 
whale line that I thought was larger than this, perhaps 
one-inch rope. Old line, however, may change its diam- 
eter, becoming either larger or smaller than when new. 
It is of long fibre inanila, flexible and soft, the best rope 
that can be made. In 1872 it may have been of hemp — I 
do not remember distinctly. It Is made in a rope-walk, 
not on machines, and its length is therefore limit^ to the 
length of the walk in which it is made. The line has a 
longer lay than machine-made rope, is not so tightly laid 
np, which may make it less attractive in appearance to one 
who does not know its qualities, but not to a whaleman. 
I have a passion for whale line. There is an old piece 
somewhere among my dunnage now — about three fath- 
oms of it. I have had it for years. I have no use for it, 
but I like to handle it — almost fondle it 

The whale line, without knots or splices, Is kept in 
tubs, usually one for a length, sometimes two, near the 
stem. The tub oar gets its name from this. It is most care- 
fully coiled, so that it shall ran out freely, without kinks. 
A second length of line, coiled in its tubs, is carried by 
each whaleboat, and can be bent on to the first in case of 
need. 

From the tubs, then, the line passes around the logger- 
head, where the boatsteerer handles it, and snubs it as 
much as he wishes. It may be mnning out so fast as to 
bum his hands; and a swiftly running line not only 
burns the hands, but can take the very flesh oS the hones, 
as I know to my sorrow. To guard against this, hand- 
cloths or " nippers " are provided, much like those worn 
by bricklayers, and often forgotten. The " nipper " is a 
patch of canvas, eight inches square, to be held in the 
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buid witbont faatening, as It might take a, man overboard 
If fast to him. From the loggerhead the line pastes for- 
vord along the length of the boat, in its middle line, lying, 
when slack, on the looms of the oars. As each man sits 
well over to one side of bis thwart, the middle line of the 
boat is left clear for it It then passes imder the kicking 
•trap, and tbrongh a groove — the " chocks " — in the 
head of the stem, tn which it is held bj a small wooden 
peg or pin. This pin is purposely small and frail so that 
if there is any obstruction, such as a kink in the line, the 
pin will break instead of carrying the boat under. In the 
bottom of the chocks there is a small ntetal roller which 
does not always work. 

The whale line, after passing out of the boat through 
the chocks, is taken in again, and a considerable length 
of it coiled up on the box — the little sunken deck at the 
bow. This is called the " box line." The first harpoon ia 
attached to the free end of the box line, the second iron 
to an extra piece of line, the " short warp," fast to the 
box line a little way from its free end. These two bar* 
poons rest with their points projecting over the bow and 
their sapling hardwood handles in the crotch. The crotch 
is a sort of double Y-shaped contraption, which is set into 
a socket in the starboard gonwale, and projects about six- 
teen inches above it 

The boatsteerer or harpooner rows the oar nearest 
the bow. When near enough to the whale, at the com- 
mand, " Stand up. Jack," or " Stand up, yon ! " from 
the mate or boatbeader, he takes in and secures his oar, 
turss around, stands up, takes the first harpoon, which is 
immediately ready to his hand in the crotch, fits his leg 
firmly in the opening in the cleat, and makes ready to 
dart At the further command from the boatbeader, 
" Give it to him! " he darts the harpoon with all the force 
left in him after rawing for miles, perhaps with all his 
strength. The harpoon Is heavy, and both hands are used 



40 SHE BLOWSI 

in throwing It, the right band aroond the upper part of 
the wooden handle or haft, and giving it its forward im- 
petus, and the left hand supporting the haft toward its 
lower end. Then, as quickly as he can, be grabs the sec* 
ond harpoon from Its rest in the crotch, and darts that 
This is in the hope of getting two irons fast, but the sec- 
ond harpoon must be thrown out of the boat in any case. 

Lances and spare -harpoons are stowed between the 
thwarts and the gnnwale, the iron shanks held in a little 
brass frame — at least, on the boats of the Clearehns — ' 
with a sliding wire to lock them in, and the wooden faafta 
held in mafline. Lances are to starboard, and harpoons 
to port; and on each, whether lance or harpoon, is a 
wooden sheath covering the sharp edge. It is one of the 
duties of the bow oar to remove the sheath, and to get 
out the lance. He bas certain other duties which are im- 
portant, and which make the bow oar nert in line of pro- 
motion to the harpooner or boatsteerer. 

When taat to the whale, the boatsteerer makes his way 
aft, and takes the steering oar, changing places with the 
boatheader, who is usually one of Uie mates, while the 
mate takes his position in the bow, a lance in bis hand, 
ready to lance the whale and finish the business. 

A harpoon or a lance is a poor bedfellow in a seaway, 
for they are kept very sharp. In fact, they are often a 
source of danger even when out of the boat The second 
harpoon has to be thrown out of the boat in any case, 
whether there is a chance of getting it Into the whale or 
not, for it is fast to the whale line, and if it were not 
thrown out there would be trouble. This second iron, when 
not in the whale, where It belongs, goes jumping and skit- 
tering over the waves after the fleeing whale, ahead of the 
boat or even abreast of it when the boat is hauled ap 
close, or afoul of it 

The placing of the loggerhead at the stem accom- 
plishes three things: it gives the boat-steerer easy control 
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of the line, which the mate, in the bow, wonld have no 
time to attend to when they were st close quarters; ind- 
dentallj it aroldi the possibility of pulling the boat to 
pieces by a towing whale in which the harpoon ig fast; 
bat the controlling reason for it is that the men can 
heave on the line without leaving their places, which they 
mnat be able to do to get the boat up to the whale, so that 
the mate can lance. 

Bnt to come back to the boats, which had been making 
progress according to the natnres of the men in charge 
of them. They were no neare^ than they had been at first, 
and we drifted on, Mr. Wallet's boat jost abeam of ns. 
The farther we went, the farther we were behind th« 
whales, which were wandering directly away from as. The 
nm was near setting, and after an hour of a losing chase, 
signals were made for the boats to come aboard again. 

I cast another look about the horison, and ran aft 
There was nothing to be seen of whales — from the dedc, 
st any rate — only a beantifol pearl-gray softness on the 
water. My dreams that night were a qneer mixtnre ot 
whales and borne, and of my father working on a staging 
beside a whale in a dock, and remoring several of his 
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Wb reached the Gulf Stream loine time dniing that night. 
I remember that I was awakened before dawn by the 
heeling of the ship bo that I waa all but pitched ont of 
my bonk. I sat up and held on, and heard the rain, and 
the sound of feet on deck, and orders shouted, and the 
hoarse singsong of the crew as they manned the sheets 
and the halliards and the braces, and the noise of the 
yards swinging, and the sails slatting. There was no sin^ 
song from the men aloft taking in sail. The ship was 
pitching and rolling badly. The old Clearchns waa good 
at that. Then Captain Nelson went on deck, and I 
dressed hastily, and went ont too into the pitchy black- 
ness of a stormy night at sea. 

The two men at the wheel were having a bard time of 
It. I took my stand by the weather comer of the after 
house, hogging it close, to keep ont of the rain, and looked 
out at the wet deck, which gleamed faintly now and then, 
and at the shadowy forms of the men who happened to 
pass near me, and at the white tops of the seas rolling 
past. The foam seemed to shine with a light of Its own. 
Then the ship gave a more violent plunge than ever, and 
I could tell by the sound that she bad shipped a sea orer 
the bows, although I could see nothing; but as she rose I 
heard it come rushing aft, and the next moment the 
water was swirling in the near scupper, and slopped up 
against the leeward wall of the house. I stood there for 
some time, until long after they had sail reduced to reefed 
topsails, and my feelings were a curious miztnre of exul- 
tation in the wildness of the night and — I may as well 
confess it now, although nothing conld have drawn such 
a confession from me then — a sneaking fear that the ship 
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would Dot rtond such baffeting. I thotight of home, and 
knew very well that my mother was lying awake and lis- 
tening to the wind and the rain, and thinking of me. And I 
knew that I was in my father's thoughts too, although 
those thoughts could not Iceep him awake. He knew that 
I was taking but the ordinary riska that every rightly 
constituted boy has to take, and goes to meet gladly. In- 
deed the risk was not great. It did not seem possible that 
I had left home less than two days before, and that it waa 
auch a few miles behind me. My thoughts being in that di- 
rection, I decided to keep a journal of some sort, and 
send it home when a chance offered. The chance may be ■ 
brief one, merely a passing ship, when there is no time 
to write letters. 

I suppose I must hare made up my mind that if I woa 
to be drowned I ihonld be drowned, and I might as well 
be comfortable about it, for as it was beginning to be 
gray in the east, with the melancholy waste of wild waters 
just visible, and that sinking of the soul which always 
Domes at inch a time, I went below and turned in again 
and went to sleep Immediately. 

The next day there was a stiff breese from the south- 
west, which continued for several days. If the Clearchus 
bod been at all fast, or even an average sailer, she would 
hove nude the Hatteras grounds In a couple of days ; but 
that was a big " if," as my father would have said with his 
quiet smile. Captain Nelson, knowing her well, made no 
attempt to crowd her, but went on under easy sail, so that 
we were a long time in getting to Hatteras. We got there 
toward the latter part of an afternoon. Cape Hatteras, of 
course, was not in sight, nor even the lightship on Dia- 
mond Shoals ; but there was one vessel in sight. I tried to 
make myself believe that I knew it for the Desdemona or 
the Palmetto, but Captain Nelson said that neither of 
those ships was there. However, he announced his inten- 
thra of going aboard of her, and said be would take me if 
I wanted to go. 
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I was delighted, and regarded it ai a nark of special 
favor. It was. Captain Nelson was continually showing 
me those marlu of favor, altfaoagh if I had not behaved 
myself he would have stopped very soon. But I cannot 
remember that it ever occurred to me to do otherwise, 
and if I failed in any respect it was not by intention. 
Captain Nelson was very easy on those of good inten- 
tions, if they were not fools, and inclined to be indulgent 
toward harmless mischief, but very hard on malice or 
slacking, and showed them no mercy. Like many another 
man of action and results be bad little patience with a 
fool. I think he blamed himself for this, and regarded it 
as a weakness, although he never said anything to me 
about it. I sympatbiie with him. All my life I have never 
been able to abide a fool, and there ere many kinds; and 
I have been aware that it is a fault of character, and that 
I should have patience with them, for they cannot belp 
their condition. But I have never been without faults, 
thank God, although I suppose that I was a good boy, on 
the whole. And I suppose that I should be ashamed of 
that, too, but I am not, and I never was. I do not believe 
that I ever thought about it. 

Captain Nelson was going over for a " gam." Now a 
gam is nothing more nor less than a gossip: each gives 
the other what news he has, the gossip of home from the 
outbound captain, and from the inbound the gossip of 
whales and their ways, and news of whalers and captains 
that be has met, the number of barrels of oil that the 
George and Susan has taken, the accident to the Addison, 
the men that the Gosnold lost by a fighting whale on the 
Carroll grounds, and any other items of interest that he 
can remember. The two captains, before they get through, 
may be telling anecdotes of other whalemen or of whales, 
or they may be talking of home or of Nantucket and Old 
Ma'am Hackett'a garden. They may have something hot 
and glasses between them, and the gam may last an hour 
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ei three houn or all day. It all depends apoa the men. 
Two captains have been known to apend all day gam- 
ming, and to turn up again in the morning for more of it, 
bnt ancli an abuse of the practice la very rare. The gam 
has its uaeful parpoae as well as its pleasant one — al- 
though any pleasant purpose is useful. The outbound cap* 
tain gets the most oot of it, the news of ships and of men, 
but most of all, the news of whales, and how they are 
running that season, and where they are to be met in 
plenty; mnch more recent news than he had when he 
sailed. But any really vital news likely to be of benefit 
to himself — a new whaling ground discovered, for in* 
stance, hitherto unknown, in which whales are plentiful 
— he carefully keeps to bimaelf. The crew are not so 
careful, although many of them are close-mouthed. 

The veasel bad been cutting in, as Captain Nelson 
could tell without his glass, and as Peter Bottom and 
every other old hand could tell. I could not see what they 
were doing, and I have no reason to think that any of the 
green hands could. She was more than three miles away, 
and there was a light bluish base which made it diJKcult 
to see clearly, but I got a pair of battered field glasses 
from the rack, and managed to make out dimly the out- 
line of some sort of a flimsy structure on her side, the 
crew alt crowded up by the windlass, and something 
bulky being hoiated in over the gangway. Captain Nelson 
had given me the use of those old field glasses, as no- 
body else wanted them. I would have carried them about 
with me, for I felt very proud and important at having 
glasses of my own; but It would have taken a dray or an 
ice wagon at least to carry them. 

A boat was lowered, Peter Bottom being in the crew of 
the boat, and set off with the captain standing just in 
front of the ateeraman, his head in constant danger from 
the handle of the long steering oar, and his stomach from 
the shaft of the atem oar as it swung. He had to stand, for 



M SHE BLOWSl 

there waa no seat for liliii. Wb*lelKwts ue not dcafgned 
for carrTing puMngers. But be kept liia feet and his dig- 
nitf at the aame tiine, and I felt a gnat adnuratian for 
; the way in which he did both. I was perched op in the 
bow, in the harpoooer's place, and found the thi^-hole in 
the daaaj cleat a great coPTenience in keeping my own 
balance aiid dignity. Then I gaaed ahead over the little 
nnken deck — the " box " — with Its length of whale 
line ready coiled npon it, and imagined myaelf striking a 
irtude; and I raised my anna in the attitode of a har- 
pooner darting the harpoon, and I hurled the Imaginary 
weapon with tremendons force — all imaginary, of eoorse 
— and it Bonk to the haft in the great body ; and I heard 
a snicker, and looked annmd, and there was tatt of the 
mates — I think it must have been Mr. Wallet, althon^ 
it was not his boat — grimiing at me from his place at the 
steering oar, and Captain Nelson was smiling. I had al- 
ready developed a cordial detestation of Mr. Wallet I 
remember to this day how red and uncomfortable I got, 
even to the back of my neck. Bat I tnmed aboat at once^ 
and stood as stiff as a ramrod with the help of the thigh- 
bole, and I looked ahead and I taw a great volmne of 
black smoke rising from the try-works. Astern of her 
there was something in the water, with an immense flock 
of screaming galls continually rising and settling again 
lUce a fountain. It looked much like the sight I hare often 
seen np to a few years ago, off T wharf In Boston, the 
fiahermen packed three deep about the wharf and all the 
men bosy either unloading and weighing their fares of 
fish, or baiting trawls, and patches of scraps and gnrry on 
the water, and crowds of great gray or black-and-white 
herring galls screaming and dipping and elbowing for 
their share of the rile staff. 

We were getting near enough for me to see things 
clearly. The tcsscI's starboard side was toward us, and 
there hang the cntting-atage by the gangway. Strangely 
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aumffii, perhaps, I had never before seen ■ cntUng-stage. 
When a ship is in port they are not in evidence, and ire 
had had no occasion yet to rig onrs. It is a simple affair 
of three planks, the two shorter ones butted against the 
side of the ship and resting on the wales. The two short 
planks keep the outer plank, which is longer, at the 
proper distance from the side. The planks are bolted to- 
gether at the outer comers, and are held up by ropes 
ronning from the outer comers to the main rigging at one 
end, and at the other to a post rising above the rail of 
the ship. Moat of the work is done from the long outer 
plank, which has bolted on its inner edge posts of iron 
supporting a light railing. It fs somewhat of a mystery 
why the men do not fall off of those few inches of slip- 
pery, rocking plank, with nothing at their backs but tho 
wide ocean. They are supposed to have monkey-ropes 
sbont their waists — usually forgotten — or a line at 
their backs along the cutting-stage, and they have 
long, heavy spades in their hands, which seem to anchor 
them. Sometimes they do (all off among the sharks, but 
they rarely come to any harm. But at the time it looked 
to me like a very fnsecnre footing, and I was sure any 
house-painter would have rejected it with scorn. 

The ship turned out to be the Palm, of New Bedford, 
and the captain was an old friend of Captain Nelson's. 
The two stood apart, aft, for some time, watching the 
hnsy men about the try-pots. The men were stripped to 
the waist, most of them, and laughing and talking among 
themselves like children. Some were passing pieces of 
bluhher from the hatch to the mincers; some were minc- 
ing the blubber on those pieces with heavy knives much 
like a butcher's cleaver with a handle at each end; some 
were carrying the minced pieces to the try-pots; and 
some were stirring the mess in the pots or feeding the 
fire, with long, two-pronged iron forks in their hands. 
The bkck smoke billowed up over their heads, and cop- 
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per gleamed red in the rays of the low western tnn, and 
the lulf-iutked bodies wet with sweat gleamed red, and 
there was a reddish tinge to the black smoke. It looked 
like an orgy of devils about the pots, and when the men 
came out from behind the try-works I almost expected to 
see their forked tails hanging down, and cloren feet. 

The two captains went into the cabin, and there was 
nothing for the rest of ns to do, for the crew of the Palm 
were too thoroughly occupied to give us much of a wel- 
come. Everything was covered with oil and with huge 
pieces of what looked like bntcher's meat, besides the 
blubber. Whale-meat is red, much the color of beef, only 
darker, although it does not look like beef. We have re- 
cently been asked to eat it, as if that were a new idea. 
And the newspapers have had their short articles, or 
perhaps a column, carefully timed, telling ns how good 
it is, and that it is getting to be quite the fashion at New 
York hotels, and that some firm in Oregon has been asked 
to put up a million or two cans of iL I even saw some 
displayed in the window of a fish market for two or three 
weeks; the same pieces, I judged, from their continually 
ripening color. It did not seem to be in any great demand. 
Whalemen have eaten whale-meat for a century or more. 
It is the meat of the right whale that is eaten. Sperm 
whale meat is full of oil and not edible. Once is usually 
enough for a man, a steak cut from the small. Even right 
whale meat does not seem to be a favorite article of diet, 
although porpoise steaks are good, and porpoises are 
whales. 

At the time I knew nothing of the palatability of whale- 
meat, and I was interested only in the trying^nt process. 
I stepped carelessly nearer, and my foot slipped on the 
oily deck, and I should have gone down if it bad not be«n 
for a strong arm that caught me about the body; and I 
found myself gasing into the smiling face of Peter Bot- 
tom, and at on enormoos raw and bloody jaw that was 
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jnat behind him In the scnppers. It was more than fif- 
teen feet long — the jaw, not Peter's face — and it wai 
armed with backward curved teeth, not close together, 
but spaced rather widely; several inches between the 
teeth. Tbey did not look so very formidable; not nearly 
so wicked as a shark's, and the whale's upper jaw has no 
teeth. But whale's teeth were no new thing to me, al- 
thongh I had never seen a jaw freshly cut off, with the 
ragged and bloody flesh on it. 

" What are they going to do with it, Peter i" 1 asked, 
too mnch interested in the jaw to thank him for catch- 
ing me. " Will tbey try it out? Is there oil in it? " 

" Oil in what ? " said Peter, looking about. " There '» 
oil in near everything around here. There 'd have been 
oil in yoar clothes and in your hair if I had n't been here 
to catch you. Oh, it 's the jaw you mean. There 's no oil 
to speak of in it, but there 's teeth. When tbey get eased 
up on the oil, they '11 pull the teeth with the help of spades 
and a tackle. There 's fine dentists among the crew, I 'm 
thinking. And maybe they '11 cot up the jawbone, for it '• 
hard and fine, and good for scrimshawing; anything 
that 's too big for a tooth to answer for. I '11 show you, 
Timmie, when we get some whales of our own." 

" What will yoo carve, Peter? " 

"What will we carve? Anything yon want, lad, from 
■n ivory spoon or a jagging- wheel, for your mother to 
mark pies with, to a model of the Clearchns, exact in every 
line and rope, and all made of ivory and silk. I brought 
me some silk thread for just that. Or we might make a 
swift, to wind off the hanks of wool. One of the boat- 
steerers, last voyage, made one. It was a strange thing;, 
full of joints, and could be pulled out large or pushed in 
small to fit, like a lasy tongs. It seemed to work fine, but 
there was no real beauty in it, just flat links and all; a 
Tery good machine, but no piece of work for an artist to 
turn out Still, it don't need to be so plain. We could cam 
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the links uid the ahaft and the pedestal with a mermaid of 
two and aome dolphins and old Nepchune and his car, 
and Up off the links with a mermaid's head at the top and 
her tail at the bottom. Oh, yes, Timmie, it eomes to me 
now that a real artist might do something even with the 
reel. We '11 make one if yon like. Or we might make yon 
a cane to use when yon get back from this voyage a fine, 
big man, and go walking abont the streets to turn the 
beads of the girls. Oh, there 's many a thing we can make, 
and — hello ! Ahoy, there ! " 

As Pet«r spoke I turned qnidly toward the try-pots, 
for It was there he was hwking. The oil in one of the pots 
was being dipped out into the copper cooling-tank, and 
the other pot was almost ready. Something had hap- 
pened to one of the men as he swung his dippier. The 
dipper is practically a pail of copper held in an iron ring 
at the end of an iron shaft abont three feet long; and on 
the end of this shaft is a long sapling handle. I did not 
know, at the time, what had happened, but I found, after- 
wards, that the man had hit his elbow and the contents of 
bis dipper had been emptied into the second pot. What I 
saw was a thin wreath of smoke rising from tbe pot, with 
a tremendons bubbling and commotion in it, and instantly 
the oil burst into flame, which licked the near-by wood- 
work and rigging, and sent out a great volume of black 
smoke. 

The orgy of devils abont the pots became more of an 
orgy than ever, althongh the devils no longer laughed. In 
the weird light and the black smoke which, at times, 
rolled down and hid the whole thing from me, the derili 
ran to and fro, and there was a confusion of shoutings for 
perhaps a minute. Then I heard the mate's voice bellow- 
ing orders, and the other shouting grew less, but in place 
of it I heard the grunting of men struggling with some- 
thing heavy, or using every muscle in pulling. The whola 
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thb^ •eemcd unreal to me, like a aketeh of Dor6'B for ■ 
scene in Hell — althongfa 4t tlutt time I had never heard 
of Dor£ — and I remember that I leaned back against 
tbe bolwarks and laughed to myself. Peter had left m^ 
and I had mored clear of the jaw of the whale, but It 
never occnrred to me to do anything to help. No donbt I 
shonld only have been cursed by the mate and by every- 
body else, for I shonld not have had the least idea what 
to do, and I did not even know the names of things. But 
it is nothing to my credit that I did not offer my blonder- 
ing help, for I simply did not think of it. 

At last the flame died away and there was bnt little 
smoke and that of a sickly grayish tinge, as if it were 
the ghost of what it had hoped to be. I saw the two cap- 
tains standing together, aft, watching silently, and Peter 
joined me again, very black and dirty. 

" A narrow squeak, Timmie," he said. " I thoaght th« 
ship would catch aflre in spite of us." 

" What was the matter, Peter ? " I asked. " What did 
it?" 

He turned to me with his humorous smile. Peter Bot- 
tom always had an air of detachment in his way of look- 
ing at things which sometimes concerned him very nearly. 

" Does your mother never fry doughnuts," he said, " in 
deep fat t " 

I nodded — and I had a sadden Itimp In my throat. 
My mother did that, and often; and her doughnuts wer« 
— bnt it was not of doughnuts I was thinking. 

" Well," Peter went on, " your mother would not hava 
asked me that question. Does the fat never catch afire i " 

I shook my head. " It never does when mother fries 
them. I tried it once, and it did. Was that the reason ? " 

" Jnst that," he said. And then our boat was ordered 
away, and Peter ran. 

The red min was resting on the rim of the sea as w« 
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started back. From my place in the bow I watched it, and 
I lost myself. Onr course was directly in the golden track 
that led to the sun, and whales and the black smoke of 
blubber and oily decks had no place in my thoughts aa I 
MW the ann sink into the lea. 
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Wk stood away that night, going ander very easy sail. 
We were in no bony, aod did not want to get far away, 
bnt Captain Nelson had a prejudice against whaling in 
too much company. I was out at daybreak, eager and ex- 
cited, and stayed out all day when my duUes did not call 
me below. Much of the time I spent in the maintop, which 
I attained for the first time, my heart in my mouth as I 
crawled slowly and carefully up and out on the fnttock 
shrouds. Nothing would have induced me to go through 
the lubber-hole. I had with me my battered old glass — a 
load of junk, bat it was better than nothing — and I 
squatted there and watched for those drifting white 
plnmes until my eyes ached and watered. Peter laughed 
at me once when I came down, but I went up again. 

We sighted no whales that first day, although we ex- 
pected to see them, and kept a sharp lookout; but the 
next day, having laid a course almost due south, and being 
then in about the latitude of Frying Pan Shoals, we raised 
•ome. I was In the maintop again, looking through my 
glass at tbe wrong place, of course. I should have done 
better without the glass. At the mastheads we had two 
Kanakas, one called the Admiral, I never could learn 
why. He bad the most wonderful way of crying 
" B1-O-0WS ! " that I ever heard. The cry began on a yerj 
high and piercing falsetto, sank a little in pitch, quavered 
and trilled for a long time, then went up again like a 
bngle, and ended as clear as a bell, I wonder that it did 
not scare all tbe whales within four miles, but the whales 
seemed to like it. 

As I sat with my eyes glued to the gloss I heard the 
Admiral's cry begin. It startled me, for I had never 
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heard it before, and I almost dropped the glsn. I got It 
through my head what it was long before the Admiral 
had finished. 

" Ob, where ? " 1 cried. " Where are they ? " 

The Admiral paid no attention to me, of course, and 
the other Kanaka in his hoops took np the cry In the usnal 
melodloui fashion. Then I taw the wtiite plumes for 
which I hod been looking for a day and a half. They were 
directly to leeward, and about three miles off. I found 
them with the glass, and I remember that I was per- 
fectly entranced with watching them. I could not see 
the bodies of the whales at that distance, and not much 
more than the hump shows above water, anyway, when 
the whales are undisturbed; but the aponts arose, at in- 
terrala, in ■ leisurely sort of way, much like the occa- 
sional spurt of steam from the stack of a locomotive at 
rest at a station. The spout of the sperm whale does not 
go straight up, but forward at an angle. And as the 
spoota rose, they went more slowly yet, and they spread 
out and drifted slowly for a moment, perfect plumes, and 
Tanished. 

It seemed to be a small pod of whales, I could not tell 
just how many, for no sooner did one come to the sur- 
face and blow, than another, having had his spoutingt 
out, would up flukes and go down. No one could miss see- 
ing that, the great flukes high in air just before the whale 
sounded, and the cry from the masthead of " There go 
fiukea I " seemed wholly unnecessary. 

At that time I did not know very much about the hab- 
its of whales, or aboul anything else, for that matter, con- 
nected with the life I thonght I had elected. Whales — 
spe.rm whales, for I always mean spenn whales when I 
aay simply whales — when undisturbed pursue their 
regular round of activities in on extraordinarily orderly 
manner. They go below the surface to feed. Nobody 
knows how deep they go, but they go deep enough to 
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find the aquid on which they feed. Sounding whales fre- 
quently take half a mile of whale line almoflt Btraight 
down, •ometinies more; and they often come up straight 
at the boat. There is no means of knowing whether they 
go habitnally deeper than that, hut the pressure upon their 
huge bodies at that depth is something enormous, and ' 
tbe changes of pressure in coming up at the rate they 
sometimes — often — do come up are Tcry rapid. Dcep- 
■ea fish, pnlled from that depth, ore apt to be tnrned 
nearly Inside oat, because of their inability to regulate 
tbe pressure in their air-bladders quickly enough. I never 
knew what mechanism the whale uses, if be has any, to 
goard against the consequences of such rapid pressure 
changes, but he certainly does not use the air-bladder 
method. It makes very little difference what method he 
uses, or whether he has any other than his great strength, 
H works very well, and in a way perfectly satisfactory to 
the whale. 

Having sounded by the simple method of throwing his 
finkes in the air, and pointing his body straight down, he 
stays down for a time which is constant for the individual 
whale, so far aa anybody has been able to observe, and 
surprisingly uniform for whaies In general, taking Into 
account age, sise, and sex. The time is undoubtedly de- 
termined by tbe reserves of oxygenated blood he baa been 
able to accumulate in some way or other — entirely ob- 
scure to me — to enable him to close his spiracles and 
hold his breath for an hour or more. For a full-grown 
boll whale will stay down for an hour or an hour and ten 
minutes, and when be comes up he breathes perhaps sev- 
enty times at intervals of about eleven seconds. When he 
has taken the usual number of breaths, which is known as 
" having his spoutinga out," he ups 6ukes and goes down 
again. A female will stay down /rom thirty to forty min- 
utes, and young whales perhaps twenty to thirty, depend- 
ing upon their age and strength. 
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Whales aie not always feeding, of course, and when 
not to engaged, and when they are feeling liyely, they 
may amiue themselves with play, much as other wninml" 
do. The play of a sportive whale is not of a kind that I 
ever cared to join in. They sometimes come np from the 
depths at great speed, and throw their bodies clean ont 
of the water. This is called " breaching." Breaching may 
not be the play of a whale that is particularly sportive, 
but doe to an effort to clear the body of barnacles and 
crabs and such-like. And they sometimes raise their flukes 
high in air, and bring them down on the surface again> 
or " lobtail," t'le blow upon the surface of the water mak- 
ing a noise like a great gun that can be heard for a great 
distance. 

They have other things which they do with their flukes, 
which seem to he endowed with a special sense of touch, 
like the fingers of a blind person. Indeed, aa I think I 
have said, the sight of whales is very poor. The eyes of a 
whale are so placed in his head that there are consider- 
able angles in front and behind throughout which he 
could sec nothing if be had the best of eyes; but it is 
more than that. His eyes do not seem to be of the best. 

I have never chanced to see any explanation of this 
which seemed reasonable, but one occurred to me after 
I had learned to swim, which I did a few years later. 
It Is not possible for me to see outlines clearly under 
water, and I suppose that the same thing is true of any 
normal person. The reason is that the curvature of the 
surface of the eye Is adapted to use in air. Water is, of 
course, more dense than air, optically as well as in other 
ways, and to see well in water the eye surfaces wonld 
have to be much more curved. In other words, the eye 
wonld have to be very near-sighted in air to have nor-- 
mal sight under water. It is of some importance to the 
whale to have normal sight under water, althongh there 
•gain is the difficulty of nearly total absence of light 
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»t great deptfaa. But I ahonld expect to find the whale 
very near-sighted, and perhaps with an eye somewhat 
nmilar to that of noctnrnal animals. I do not know 
whether anybody has ever observed that I never have. 
It is somewhat difficult to make such obserrationa. 

I have interrupted my narratiTe to say something 
■bont the habits of whales, for I hope that has made it 
evident how hard it was for a greenhorn like me to tell 
the number of whales In the pod from the number of 
■ponts that I could Identify at any one time. In fact, 
there were times when all had disappeared; but I stayed 
there, crouched on my bunkers just forward of the lub- 
ber-hole, with my back against the mast, and I watched 
those drifting plumes of vapor, and I was much excited 
and qnite happy. 

The boats had been lowered, the harpooners overhaul- 
ing their irons as the boats were dropped into the water. 
I watched the four boats tossing in the sea astern of us 
while their crews were stepping the masts and setting the 
■ails. Mr. Baker's boat got her sail set first, and stood 
■way for the whales; then Mr. Brown, the third mate, 
who aeemed to have his crew well in hand. Mr. Brown 
was a silent, uncommunicative man, but he knew faia dn- 
tfefl, and something more. Then came Mr. Tilton's boat, 
only a couple of seconds behind the third mate. Mr. Til- 
ton was fourth mate. Last of all came Mr. Wallet, fnlly 
m minute behind the others. I am afraid I snickered at 
that, but it was just what I had expected and hoped for. 
I hardly know why I had taken such a dislike to Mr. 
Wallet 90 early In the voyage, for he had not been un- 
pleasant to me in any way. It must have been because I 
thought him a poor stick. 

It was a pretty sight. The weather was perfect, a mod- 
erate westerly breeie, and bright sunshine sparkling on 
the water, with the four boats driving ahead before the 
wind and spreading out fanwise as they went, and the oc- 
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cuional feathery aponts In the diaUnce. The boats looked 
like toy boats upon a painted ocean with tiny streaks of 
cotton wool foam at their bows. I was not rery hi^ above 
them, bat the whole picture was spread ont before my 
eyes. It would have been much better at the masthead. I 
looked aloft as I thought of that, with some vague idea of 
t'T^'iS to get QP there, and I saw the Admiral busy with 
a flag. It was a sort of dirt-colored banner, and he seemed 
to be trying experiments with it, hoisting it full np, then 
trying it at half-mast, then stretching it ont at one side 
or at the other, or taking it in completely. He was sig- 
nalling to the boats the positirai of the whales, which ha 
could see very well, while the men in the boats could see 
them only occasionally or not at all. When the boats got 
near enough the Admiral put his flag away. 

Meanwhile the ship was keeping off after the boats. 
They had been bracing the yards around slowly, for there 
were few men left on her besides the idlers, of whom I 
was one. Nobody saw me — nobody thought of me, very 
possibly — and I stayed crouched in the maintop and 
watched the boats. It did not occur to me that my duty 
lay on deck. Captain Nelson told me of it afterward. At 
the time the masthead man was the only man who caught 
sight of me. I caught him grinning at me several times, 
and wondered what he was grinning about. 

The boats, by this time, had got very near the place 
where I had last seen the spouts, but there were none to be 
seen now, and all boats except Mr. Wallet's had taken in 
their sails, and lay rocking and waiting for the whales to 
come up. Mr. Wallet was still a long way behind, for even 
the wind seemed to help all the others more than it did 
him. I had my glass to my eyes, and I saw a gentle com- 
motion in the water beyond Mr. Brown's boat, then an- 
other beyond Mr. Baker's, and almost instantly two 
Spouts arose, very close to the boats, and the men took 
to their oars with a will. As the whales had just come up. 
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and lutd had no chance to breathe more than once or twice, 
to aaj nothing of having their Bpontinga out, they coold 
not go down again, or if they did, they coold stay down 
but a few minutes. Thii was just the condition the men 
had been waiting for, and they took full advantage of it. I 
coold Me Macy, the boatstecrer in Mr. Baker'a boat, — 
the boatateerer rows the bow oar, — take in his oar, face 
abont toward the bow, and stand np. He fitted his thigh 
Into the thigh-bole in the cleat, took tbe first harpoon from 
the crotch, and poised it in his two hands, leaning far 
forward. Tbe chance that he was waiting for came In a 
few seconds, and he darted the harpoon with all his 
atrength; instantly seised the second harpoon from tho 
crotch, and threw that as the first one strock. 

I had hardly been able to see the whale, a« there was 
but little of him out of water, and that little only an in- 
distingtdshable dark mound; bat immediately upon feel- 
ing tbe irons in faim, be raised his flukes high in air, and 
brought them down upon the surface with a tremendous 
crash. They missed the boat, for the men had been back- 
ing water with all their might, but the miss was by a 
■mall margin, and the boat and the men in it were del- 
uged with water. Then the boatsteerer made hia way aft, 
and took the steering oar, and Mr. Baker went forward 
and selected his lance. He had no chance to ose It while 
they were in sight, however, for the whale set off for the 
borison at great speed, "head out," the efforts of the 
powerftd flakes making his whole body nndulate, so that 
bis bead was alternately entirely buried !n the sea, and 
almost completely exposed, the narrow nnder-jaw serv- 
ing as'a cutwater. The last I saw of that boat, Macy, the 
boatsteerer, stood at tbe steering oar, keeping the boat 
straight behind the fleeing whale, while he tried to snub 
the whale line completely by taking more turns around 
the loggerhead. A thin wreath of blue smoke was rising 
from the loggerhead, and one of tbe men was throwing 
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water b; the hatful opoD it. The boat wu throwing a 
sheet of water on each side of her bow, ahoost Ukc a 
atream from a fire hose. 

All this hardly took longer than it takes to tell it 
Meanwhile Mr. Brown's boat had palled hard for the sec- 
ond whale, a longer pull than Mr. Baker's. Thej had got 
almost within darting distance when Mac; struck his 
whale, and every man in Mr. Brown's boat heard the 
thundering crash of the flukes on the water. 

Wright, the boatsteerer, was already taking in bis oar 
when Mr. Brown gave him the word, for he knew what to 
expect. It is not strange that I was in the dark as to the 
reasons for their actions, but very naturally I thought it 
all right, although it did not seem possible to dart the 
heavy harpoon that distance. Of course I could not hear 
what Mr. Brown said, but Peter told me later, and ex- 
plained the actions of the whales according to his own 
notions — which may be right enough. At all events, they 
are the notions generally held by whalemen. 

Wright took in his oar hurriedly — too hurriedly — 
scrambled to bis place in the bow, and grabbed a har- 
poon; bat the whale had been losing no time either, and 
the boat had gained but a few feet on him when he 
started. He was going vinder without throwing his flukes 
into the air, and be gathered speed very quickly. Wright 
threw the harpoon with all the force left in him after his 
hard pull, bnt it was a good twenty-five foot dart to the 
whale, which was going as fast as the boat, and Wright 
had not the strength. The harpoon fell short and nicked 
the whale's fiukes on an up stroke, serving only to in- 
crease his speed instantly, and be disappeared. 

I looked around, and could gee no whales. There was 
Mr. Baker's boat well on its way to the Asores, with 
white water some distance ahead of it, marking the ac- 
tion of their whale's flukes as be ran. All the others had 
vanished, and the boats lay still on the surface of the 
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■ea in nttittides of dejection, the men aeeming to be look' 
ing longingly after the fleeing whales. In a few minutes 
I heard a cry from the masthead, and aaw what the men 
were looking for. There, mil«a away, waa & lone apout, 
and then another, and a third; and they seemed hurried. 
The whales had been swimming under water. We should 
not get near thoae whalea again, and the boats pulled 
•lowly to the ship. 

What had happened, according to Peter, waa this: 
Whalea have aome mysterious way of communicating with 
each other, although there may be miles of water between 
them. Peter did not undertake to say what the means of 
communication was. It may have been the blow of the 
flokca on the water when the whale waa struck with the 
harpoon, although whalea lobtail frequently without caus- 
ing alarm in their companions. Whatever the means, old 
whalemen maintain that, when a whale is struck, it com- 
municates that fact, In some way, to the othera; and they 
become " gallied " — frightened — and make off at once. 
I had aeen them do ao, and how could I doubt it? Of 
coarse Peter did not tell me about it at that time. He and 
bis boat, and all the men in it, were out of sight. 

I stirred myself when the boats were alongside, giving 
myself a shake, I remember, and waking from the trance 
I had been in. I do not know how I got down, but I must 
have thrown my legs over the edge of the crosstrees and 
found the ratlines on the fnttock shrouds with my feet 
like any old hand, for I was concerned only with reaching 
the deck as soon as possible. 

Hr. Brown's crew were just coming over the side as my 
feet struck the deck. I rushed at Aaiel Wright, the boat- 
ateerer, and shot a fusillade of questions at him, for I was 
worried about Mr. Baker'a boat and Peter. The boat and 
her crew seemed to me to be as good aa lost, well out of 
light beyond the rim of the aea, and going strong. Wright 
paid no attention to me until the boat was up to the davits 
and the wooden brackets swung out under her keel. 
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When the boat was up and •ecare, Wright tamed to 

tne. He waa a tall, lanky man, and be could not have been 
orer tbirtj, although he teemed older. He had a little 
hacking cough, and seemed chronically tired; bat be warn 
plcMant, and already a good friend of mine. 

" What U it, Tim i " be asked. " Mr. Baker'i boat ? Ob, 
they 're all right. We 're nmning down after them now. 
We may sight tbem any time now, or it may be dark be- 
fore ire find tbem." 

" But," I objected, " the vbale was going faster than 
the ship. He 'd take them — ' " 

Wright laughed. " True enough. There '■ no telling 
where he 'd take them If he kept it up, for he waa making 
a good ten knots, and the ship is n't making more 'n fire 
or Biz. But he can't keep it up a great while — twenty 
mile or so. We '11 sight tbem, it 's likely, in a few hours." 

" And will the whale fight, when — " 

" When he stops running } " Wright finished for me. 
"Can't say, but 't Un't likely, for he'll be tired. But 
you never can tell what a whale '11 do." 

I was not wholly satisfied. " It we don't see tbem be- 
fore dark, how will we find tbem 1 " 

" Flares," said Wright briefly. Then, seeing that I was 
mystified, be proceeded to explain. I suppose he thought 
that, he made the matter as clear as daylight. " Tbey '11 
burn flares now and then, and we'll see one of 'em, 
maybe more, and we '11 run down and pick her ap." 

I nodded, and thanked him. There was nothing else 
that I knew enough to ask him, although I was still un- 
satisfied, and I ran below to get it all down in my jour- 
nal. At the time I made mere notes, in a fragmentary way, 
while my impressions were fresb. I wrote up the notes 
later. I have that Journal by me now. As I look over the 
scrawled and stained pages, and read the disjointed sen* 
tences, the whole thing comes back before mc as if it had 
happened yesterday. I sent the journal home from time to 
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time, u I had planned to do, at long as I had opportunl- 
tiea, and managed to carry home the part corering the 
last part of my cruise. My father and my mother pre- 
served my old journal as if it were a precious thing. I 
found it nearly thirty years later with my father's most 
Talnable papers^ 



CHAPTER vn 

It wa< past eight belli wheo the boata came aboard — 
eight bells being, in ttiis case, noon — and all hands had 
dinner. I hurried through my worlc of helping the stew- 
ard, and ran on deck. There was no sign of Mr. Baker 
or of auTthing else on that limitless sea. The whale bad 
nm to leeward, contrary to the custom of whales, which 
usually run- to windward when they can. The ship was 
rolling along in her leisurely way, almost before the wind, 
and malung a pleasant and soothing noise under her fore- 
foot and on either aide as she rolled. Ordinarily I should 
have enjoyed her leisurely progress, and should have 
found some place which was out of sight from aft, per- 
haps on the heel of the bowsprit, on the principle that out 
of sight was oat of mlDd. There I should have squatted, 
and gased out ahead and fallen to dreaming, probably, 
until recalled to myself by a shout of " Tim ! Where '■ 
that boy ? " But I was getting anzioos about Mr. Baker's 
boat, and I could not understand the indifferent attitude 
of everybody on board. Nobody seemed to care whether 
he was ever found or not, although I could not see, when 
I came to think it over, what more could be done than 
was being done. The ship was going as fast as she could 
— nearly as fast. They could have got a little more sail 
on her. And the mastheads were manned, 

I went up forward, and stood between the knightfaeads 
for a while, but I was ashamed to ask anybody, and I gave 
It up, and went below to work on my journal. I could not 
keep my mind on it, however, and after half an hour or so 
I went on deck again, Mr, Wallet and Mr. Brown were 
walking to and fro, and Captain Nelson was standing by 
the starboard rail, not leaning, but swaying to the roll of 
the ship. I vent and stood beside him, saying nothing. 
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He pftid no attention to me for a long time, and I edged 
cloflcr. He glanced around then, with an ezpreiaion of 
annoyance. 

" Well," be said, " vhat '■ the matter with yon, Tim ? " 

" Nothing, air," I itammered hesitatingly. " I wai won- 
dering about Mr. Baker." 

" Hoh ! " he aaid. " So waa I. He '■ all right, 1 gneaa. 
We 're edging down that way now. Worried ? " 

" Well — no, air, not if yon 're not" 

" Huh ! " he said again, under hia breath. " Alwaya 
worried, more or leas, when a boat's lost. But Mr. 
Baker '■ pretty well able to take care of himself. Nothing 
to worry about." 

" No, sir, I sappose not, but I thought we 'd sight him 
before this. That whale must have taken him a long way." 

The captain only gmnted in reply. I did not like to 
press the matter, and I had turned away, when he called 
me back, 

" Tim," he said, " yon can take your glass to the fore- 
masthead, if you want to, and see if you can see any sign 
of him." 

There was a little crinkle of amusement about his eyea 
aa he spoke. Evidently be thought that would be the last 
thing I wanted. It was. Aa I turned and looked up, I saw 
that the foremaathead meant the hoops. One man was al- 
ready there, the tall, silent black man, that we called 
Tony. I had but just got so that I could climb in and out 
of the maintop without having my heart in my throat; 
but I waa not going to let anybody know how scared I 
was, If I could help it, and I was not going to funk any- 
thing that the captain — the old man, aa I had come to 
call him to myself and to others of the crew — suggested 
for me to do, even if he did not order it. 

I turned back, " Yes, sir," I said in a small voice; and 
I started. 

I was an active boy, and fairly strong for my age; and 
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I did it fomdioir. I think I held my breath tor the last 
atretcb, and I knov I wai thoroughly icared until I got 
there, and Black Tony lent me a hand into the hoops. 

The ship vas rolling more than I had thought On deck 
the roll vas scarcely noticeable, but at the foremasthead 
it was a different matter. I found that I was being car- 
ried through ah arc of fifteen or twenty feet, and at first 
I could do nothing but hold on to the hoop. Tony did not 
laug^ or speak. He did not even grin, but watched me 
and waited, thereby earning my enduring gratitude. After 
a few minutes I found that I did not mind the motion so 
much, and I put my arms over the hoop, and took up my 
glass, but did not put it to my eyes. 

It was beautiful weather, the sun shining brightly and 
pleasantly warm, and a brisk breese, under which the sea 
to leeward, as far as I could see, was deep indigo, with 
white caps here and there which flashed dasslingly white 
in the sun. It seemed to me, I remember, that I could see 
almost around the world, although there was a curious 
saucer-like effect of the water near the ship. She seemed 
to be moving in the centre of a slight depression, a mile 
or so in diameter, and over that rim the sea curved away 
as it should. I was so taken up with the beauty and the 
breadth of view that I forgot what I had c<Hne there for^ 
and I got to like the swing to and fro. It was as sooth- 
ing as a hammock, the gulls screamed about my head, and 
I got to dreaming. I have never got over my liking for a 
wide prospe<A, and with such a prospect unrolled before 
me, I am, even now, as apt to get to dreaming as I ever 
vas. I was too apt to do it then. 

Something far off upon those bobbing waves must 
have attracted the attention of my onseeing eyes, for I 
came out of my dreaming abruptly; bat the thing had 
gone. Again I thought I saw it, but it was of the color of 
a sea in shadow. I put my glass to my eyes, and searched 
the sea. It must have been six or seven miles oB, or more. 
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•nd I eoold not find It, but I f aw only a panoraoM of curi- 
oualy bobbing wares going straight np and down. Then 
I happened upon it again for an instant, as it crossed the 
field of my glass, what looked like the bow of a boat jnst 
rising over a sea. I was still searching for it when I felt a 
thnmp on the bottom of the ship, and a strange shivering 
of the mast. It was over in a second, but I had dropped 
mj glass. If it hod not been tied around my neck it would 
have dropped to the deck below, and it mij^t have killed 
a man. That old glass was almost heavy enough to go 
through the deck, dropped from the masthead. I found 
myself staring at Block Tony, while he stared at me. 
Then he lodced directly down into the sea below him. 

What he saw there I did not know, but he gave a cry, 
and I felt rather than heard a sort of scraping along the 
keel, and the Clearcbus almost stopped, and she began to 
careen. She careened more and more, and up there at the 
masthead it seemed as if she must capslse. I did not stop 
to think, but a panic seised me, and I slid and scrambled 
down the starboard rigging until I was in the foretop. 
There I stood and collected my scattered wits, and real- 
ised that, in my panic, I had come down, without a 
thought, over rigging that I had been very much afraid 
of. Although the topgallant shrouds have ratlines on them 
on kU. whalers and moat merchantmen, they are pretty 
high np and seem none too secure to a boy on them for 
the first time. If it had not been for my momentary scare 
I might be up there yet. 

I was about to come down from the foretop with much 
dignity and a swelling of the cheat, when I saw that all 
hands, including the officers, were looking intently Into 
the water aatem, and naturally my gaze followed theirs. 
The ship had recovered her equilibrium by this time, and 
was going serenely about her business ; but, about half a 
cable's length In her wak^, some huge, smooth body was 
•lowly rising to the surface. At first I thought it vat • 
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vhale which we had run into and over; but as It coDtinaed 
to riae, I uw that It wai too big for a whale. It broke ths 
surface, exposing a smooth shape like a vessel'a bilge, 
dailc-colored and covered with weed, and continued to rise 
very slowly until the whole length waa revealed, and I 
«ould even catch glimpses of the keel. It remained on the 
surface for half a micute, perhaps, then a sea heaved up 
the stem, and the bulk began to sink as slowly and ma- 
jestically as it had risen. It was the hull of some vessel, 
waterlogged and water-soaked so -that it floated some 
feet below the surface of the lea, rising and falling, or 
perhaps remaining stationary below the influence of the 
waves. It must have been afloat for years to be so cov- 
ered with weed. I wondered where it had been when it 
met disaster; possibly on the coast of Africa, or in tiw 
Bay of Biscay, or even in some more remote seas; and 
how moch longer would it be a plaything of ocean cur- 
rents i 

Captain Nelson was standing under the after honse, 
still gazing astern, when I went to report to him. Half 
a doien men, including the sailmaker who performed the 
duties of carpenter, and the cooper, had been sent below 
to see whether the Clearchus had been damaged by the 
collision, but the old man did not seem worried. I asked 
him about it, no doubt a piece of impertinence on my 
part 

He shook fats bead. " Did n't you see where we had run 
over her i Did n't even scrape off the whole of the weed. 
Glancing blow." 

" What sort of a vessel was it, sir? Do yon think it was 
ft whaler?" 

He shook his head again. "Not a whaler. No copper 
on her bottom." Then he smiled suddenly, for he had seen 
the whole of my performance. " See anything up there 7 " 

I told him that I thought I had seen a boat, but I could 
not be sure, there was bo much mirage or something. 
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" Looked like a boat, did it ? " 

" Yes, sir. Like the bow of a boat I could n't see It very 
well. It was the color of the water, and it looked aj if it 
was cut oft, but I don't suppose it was. There was some' 
thing that lotted like a flag or lometbing." 

Captain Nelson smiled more broadly, " May have been 
a flag or something. How far off ? " 

" Eight miles, perhaps. I don't know." 

" Well, the lookout baa n't reported it, and I 'm afraid 
yon did n't see anything. I did n't know but yon bad seen 
a ghost, yon came down bo fast," 

" No, sir — "I began. Then I felt myself growing red, 
my face and mj neck, even to my body and the roots of 
my hair, and I stammered and stopped. 

" Never mind. You got down quicker than yon will 
again for a long time, and I was afraid yon might have 
trouble. There was some excuse for you. I 've been scared, 
myself." 

" Then, Captain Nelson, may I go up ogainf " 

" Now ? What do yon want to go up again now for f 
R'othing to see np there. See if the steward does n't want 
yon." 

We stood on to leeward for the rest of the day withont 
sighting the boat. I was getting really worried about it. 
At sunset we shortened sail, as we did always on cruising 
grotmds. The light sails were taken in, the topsail close- 
reefed, and the ship was brought close to the wind, lying 
to during the night, so as to stay as nearly as possible in 
one place. If we took any chances of OTerninning the boat, 
there was some danger that it might be tost in earnest, 
while, if we kept to windward of it, there was little chance 
of that. I stayed on deck after snpper as long as I could 
keep my eyes open, in the hope of seeing the flare which 
Wright bad mentioned, but I saw none. By two bells — 
nine o'clock — I was so sleepy that I fell asleep halfway 
up the main rigging, and just caught myself as I was fall- 
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ing. my arm hooked around the shnmda. Hen MnQetimei 
fall •onnd asleep on a 7ard, toward the end of a long 
watch, hanging on unconsciously by their shoulders and 
their legs, with an arm hooked around a stay. No officer 
will arouse a man In this condition, for there is great dan- 
ger that he will fall overboard in his instinctiTe start at a 
command. I did not kno^ of this at the time, but I was a 
little frightened at my narrow escape from a fall, and I 
went below and turned in at once. 

I fell asleep as soon as I touched my bunk, and slept 
nntU morning. I remembered very vaguely that there was 
gome unusual noise over my head at some time during the 
night, and that afterward I heard a noise in the cabin, 
but I did not rouae enough to wonder at It. It was only in 
the morning that it seemed to have any significance, and 
as soon as I was really awake I got into my clothes hur- 
riedly and went on deck. There was Mr. Baker's boat on 
the davits, where she belonged, and there was Peter Bot- 
tom smiling at me, and there, alongside to starboard, was 
our first whale, floating on hia side, with his flukes 
toward the bow, the water about him filled with aharka. 



CHAPTER VIII 

Thk water actually boiled with ahsrlu, feaating and fight- 
ing. There waa a multitude of them, big fellows, from six 
to twelve feet long, and they took bites about the siae of 
a football right out of the whale's side. It was hard to 
■ee how they could do it, with their projectlog snouts, and 
I did not make it out very well with all my watching. A 
shark would glide directly at the whale, about a foot or 
two under the surface, there would be the flash of whitish 
belly as he turned over, and be would glide on under, or 
turn ^thout stopping; but there was always the neat, 
round hole where he had scooped out his mouthful. Two 
of the biggest sharks repeatedly threw themselves up oa 
the carcass, from which, of course, they slipped off imme- 
diately; but they always left smooth, round holes behind 
them. 

" And they take a good quart of oil at every mouth- 
ful," said Peter's voice at my elbow. I had been so intent 
on the sharks that I had not heard him come. " Those big 
fellows take more. Three of their bites would make a gal- 
lon of oil." 

I seised the chance to get from Peter the story of the 
capture of the whale. It was a short story in the telling, 
possibly because he saw that I was as much interested in 
the sharks as I was In the story; faut I think Peter would 
have made no long story of it in any case. 

" 'T is soon told," he said. " He ran for four or five 
hours, twelve knots or more at first, then ten, and then 
less, but faster than the ship sails. A nice kind of a sleigh- 
ride, Timmie. We had a good deal of trouble heaving close 
to lance him, for he was cunning and knowing, and man- 
aged to Iteep out of the way. He turned fin out about sun' 
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n't, and we barned flares now and thea while we polled 
ti> wliiilward. Raised the ship about four bells, but the 
Hm WAS so high we hod trouble getting the Ruke-cbain 
fa«t, and It was nearly midnight before we had the boat 
uu the davits. Look at that, now ! Wonldn't it surprise 
jruu tlie life there is in a shark f " 

He pointed to a shark whose bowels were protruding 
from a cut in its belly. The shark was so intent on feast- 
ing while the feast was good that he paid no attention 
to an Injur; which, one would think, was disabling. The 
Intestine gradually come out, and trailed in a long, wri|f- 
gling line as he swam. Other sharks attacked and tore 
ftt It. 

For the sharks were not having it all their own way. 
The cutting-stage had been rigged and lowered, and 
Oeorge Hall and Miller, the boatsteerers for the second 
mate and the fifth mate, were stationed on it with sharp 
spades, and were doing what damage to the sharks they 
oonld. A shark has as many lives as a cat. An enormous 
■hark came at great speed, and threw himself fairly upon 
tiie carcass of the whale. 

" Pin him through the nose ! " Peter shouted. " Pin 
him through the nose ! " 

I did not know what he was talking about, but Hall 
ttod Miller did. At the same instant they threw their 
spades with all their force. The aim was true, and while 
the shark was still wriggling on the whale both spades 
struck him on the projecting snout, pierced it and went 
through deep into the whale's body, pinning him there. 
The projecting snout of the shark is the one sensitive 
place in his whole body. The struggles of this shark were 
terrific. He thrashed the water with his toil, sending np 
sheets of spray which drenched Hall and Miller on the 
cutting-stage; then the sea receded, and his tail thrashed 
the bare blabber with ooises like explosions. The crew 
quidcly gathered at the niL laughing at HoU and Miller, 
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and at tho stro^les of the shark. Bnt his itm^lea were 
not fruitlew, far thej freed the ipades from the body of 
the wbAle, and the shade slipped back into the sea. Here 
his stru^lea vere more violent than erer, and the spade* 
qoicldy drew out of his nose, and be made off. 

Both Hall and Miller had let go the handles of their 
spades in the surprise of the drenching, bnt there were 
light lines attaching them loosely to the railing of the 
cntUng-stage. They now recovered them, and were pre- 
paring to resume the slaughter, when they were called 
in. Cutting-in waa abont to begin. Hall offered me his 
spade, and suggested that I see if I could not get a 
shark or two. I waa very willing to try, as I would try 
anything. I did not make a success of It. I might have 
Improved If I had had time to practise, but I was called 
In almost immediately. I did not become a really good 
shot with a spade until I had my growth and strength. 

Attached to the head of the mainmast — the top of the 
lower mast, where I bad sat in the crosstrees — were two 
great tackles, just alike. The blocks in each of these " cnt- 
tlng-tackles/' which are used to strip off and hoist In the 
blubber, are enormous and clumsy, reaching well above a 
man's knee as they rest on end on the deck. It is possible 
that they use wire rope now, and iron blocks, which would 
be l^hter and less clumsy, but wire rope and iron blocks 
were not used, in my time, for any such purpose. The 
gangway, from which two men were taking oat the re- 
movable sectioD of bulwarks, is forward of the mainmast 
As all the blabber is hoisted in at the gangway, it is de- 
■irable that the pull of the tackles shall be in line with the 
gangway. Each of the falls, therefore, ran through a 
loop or eye in a large cable running to the foremast; and 
by hanllng in on this cable the tackle could be pulled for* 
ward to a point over the line of the gangway. 

As I came inboard I met the men carrying these heavy, 
dunsy blocks to the sidcj two men to each block, and 
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tUf^rlng »t that; and the aitlrts who were to do the 
cntUng were waiting for me to get off the stage. These 
artiaU were the mates, four of the five. The Clearcbua 
was a five-boat ship, and had five mates to head her five 
boats. The fifth mate was named Snow, a little man, bat 
of tremendons energf. Each of the foni mates carried Iiia 
spade, and as soon as thej had reached their places on the - 
stage the cntting-in began. 

The whaling-spade is perhaps the Implement most tued 
in whaling, and for a surprising variety of porposes, bet 
ita primary purpose is for cutting. Spades are made in 
many aises and shapes, w the shape of a spade may be 
changed by continual sharpening, or to suit the Individual 
taste of the user. The typical blade is usually about four 
Inches wide and a foot or so in length, with straight sides, 
and, normally, a straight edge. It tapers In thickness from 
half an Inch or more at the top of the blade to about an 
dghth of an inch on the line where grinding off for the 
edge begins; but in an old spade which has been moch 
ground, this line is not definite or distinct, and such a 
spade is more like an old axe-head. Indeed, the spade Is 
moch like an axe designed to do its cutting by being 
poshed or thrown endwise instead of swung. Above the 
head of the spade ia the socket for the handle, and the 
socket and the head are connected by a shank which may 
be several feet long, or may be reduced almost to nothing. 

When spades are used for the purpose for which they 
are intended, they must be kept very sharp, and the grind- 
stone Is always in service on deck, A blow upon a bone 
destroys the edge of the spade, and mates are usually 
careful to avoid the bones; but the cnttlng-in la often 
done in a heaving sea, by a man on a single plank which 
may not heave in time with the body of the whale, and the 
spade is heavy, with a ficxible sapling handle perhaps 
eighteen feet long, and he may not be able to see what 
he is cutting, three or four feet within the body of the 



ik^^ 


^ 






^ 


w^ 






^^1 


-me 


f' """ ^ 


'■ 



CDTTING-IN 



CUTTING-IN M 

vhftle; when the bead It bdng cat off, for InsUnce. or 
vhen cutting betveen the jonk and the skall. Accidents 
will happen to the beat of ns. Then he throvi bis spade 
Inboard, and roars for a sharp one. 

Strangelj enough, Mr. Wallet was the most skilful 
cntter we bad, and he put his heart into his work, and 
took great interest in doing it well and quickly. He kept 
the others on the jump to keep op with him, and nothing 
put him out more than to see that any other man did not 
hare to hurry. He waa not at all of that temper in any 
other work that be did. In fact, he waa pretty nearly a 
flat failure as an officer, and I often wondered whether it 
was not his great skill with the spade that held his po- 
sition. 

The order of the different operations In cuttlng-in is 
always necessarily about the same, but some slight varia- 
tion in them ia fovnd in different ships, In accordanca 
with the ideas of the men who do the cutting. It is usual 
to begin with cutting off the head at the same time that 
the blanket strip of blubber is unrolled. Mr, Wallet varied 
tiiis practice by cutting out the tongue first, which, In the 
sperm whale, is moderately large, thick, and soft; then 
he cut off the jaw, and then severed the head from tbe 
body. 

Before any cutting was done, the whale was hauled for- 
Tard until bis eye was opposite the gangway. Then Mr. 
Wallet stepped proudly out on the cutting-stage, and 
fastened bis monkey-rope loosely to the railing of tbe 
stage. Tbe monkey-rope Is about a man's waist, the other 
end fast to any convenient thing, or held by another man 
on the ship. Its purpose is to prevent a man's falling into 
the sea. After Mr. Wallet came Mr. Brown, who dis- 
dained the use of tbe monkey-rope, as did almost all of 
those for whose benefit it tras intended. Mr. Wallet and 
Mr. Brown were to be engaged in cutting the head, 
tongue and jaw, Mr. Tilton and Mr. Snow, the fifth mate. 
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the little man of prodigjoos energy, then went on. Mr. 
Baker did no catting on this whale, probably thinking 
that enough waa enough. 

The body of a dead whale, aa I have said, floats on its 
aide, with one fln uppermost Mr. Tilton and Mr. Snow 
went to work at once, cutting a hole clear through the 
blubber, just above the fin; in fact, this hole was so near 
the head that it was partly through the " white horse," 
which they call the extremely tough layer of integnmenta 
surrounding the eye and most of the head. They worke4 
together, and the spades rose and fell in altemation, one 
driving his spade down on one aide, then the other driving 
down his spade on the other side, as two axemen cat a 
aearf in a tree. Thus, at every stroke, there was a V- 
•haped piece cut out. The heavy spade is almost thrown 
at the place where the cut is to be made, with great accU' 
racy, and the scarf progresses with surprising speed. 

Meanwhile Mr. Wallet and Mr, Brown were busy, cut- 
ting out the tongue. Mr. Wallet found, for the first time 
in his career, I guessed, that he had a working partner 
whom he was unable to hurry. Mr. Brown matched stroke 
for stroke, however foA Mr. Wallet worked; and his 
strokes were delivered with aa great accuracy aa Mr. 
Wallet's, and with greater force. Remember that this was 
the first chance there had been on that voyage to match 
powers. I saw Mr. Wallet glance up with annoyance, and 
put on more speed. Mr. Brown met the increase in speed 
without turning a hair. Mr. Wallet nearly doubled his 
apeed, and Mr. Brown again met it, driving his spade in 
with greater force than before. I had never, up to that 
time, seen a stamp mill, but I saw one at the Centennial, 
after my return from that voyage, and it reminded me so 
exactly of Mr. Wallet and Mr. Brown, cutting out that 
tongue, that I stood before it, and laughed aloud, much to 
the astonishment of the others who stood there. Both the 
men labored and sweated, but Mr. Wallet sweated -more, 
white there was the flicker of a amile on Mr. Brown's lipa. 
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" Too fut for yon ? " Mr. Wallet asked. 

" Go as fast as yon like," said Mr. Brown. 

It was a great waste of energy, and too mach of a 
strain for Mr. Wallet, who was then delivering strokes of 
his spade at the rate of fifty or more a minute, while the 
greatest normal rate is twelve to fifteen. Mr. Tilton and 
Mr. Snow were almost convulsed with laughter, so that 
their blows fell to eight or less, and there was no strength 
in them. I heard a snicker from one of the crew, and I 
could not forbear a snicker of my own. Mr. Wallet may 
Dot have heard the snickers; he affected not to, bat be 
lowered his rate at once to fifteen a minute. 

They finished the cut on that side of the tongue before 
Mr. TiltoD and Mr. Snow had quite done cutting the hole; 
and, without a word, Mr. Wallet transferred his attention 
to the uppermost binge of the lower jaw, probably rely- 
ing on his superior knowledge of the anatomy of the 
wh&Ie to enable him to get the better of Mr. Brown. Mr. 
Wallet's knowledge, in that respect — and in that respect 
alone, as far as I was ever able to see — was very exact 
and complete. Mr. Brown's, however, if not quite equal to 
Mr. Wallet's, was sufficient for the occasion, and they fin- 
ished their work like the artists they were, before the 
fourth and fifth mates had done that allotted to them. 

It was the duty of these men, when the hole was cut, 
to cut a semicircular scarf, or deep groove, above it, and 
to continue this scarf at each end of the semicircle, down 
past the hole, and past the side fin, making this scarf not 
perpendicular to the axis of the body, but slightly in- 
clined to it, like the thread of a screw. The rearmost 
scarf — that toward the whale's flukes — which is the 
only one which is continued after the carcass has made 
one revolution, describes a spiral about the carcass, and 
the blubber tmrolls in a continuous strip, about three feet 
wide. 

The neck of a sperm whale, if be can be said to have 
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a seek, is about the thickest part of him. It maj be eleren 
or twelve feet through, or even more. It ia here that hi« 
head is to be cut off, and the junction of the Tcrtebra 
with the bead must be found far witliin the mass of flesh ; 
found very cEactly, if the mate is to make a good clean 
job of it. The foremost scarf, if the cutting has been done 
aa it should be done, marks the place where the mate must 
begin his cut to sever the bead. Mr. Wallet, having paused 
ostentatioQsl;, for the purpose of showing bis righteous 
SDno^ance at the slowness of Mr. Tilton and Mr, Snow — 
they did not seem put out by this show of annoyance, but 
amused — Mr. Wallet, I say, having thrown out his chest 
for a minute or two, took up the cutting of the foremost 
scarf, and Hr. Brown joined him at it. The cutting wsa 
soon done as far down as tfae men could get at IL 

Asevedo, Mr. Tilton's boatsteerer, was then lowered 
on one of the blocks of the cutting-falls, and stepped off 
upon the carcass. He had woolen socks upon his feet, I 
noticed. I noticed this, as he was accostomed to go bare- 
foot, as were the crew pretty generally. I learned that 
woolen socks were supposed to give him a surer footing 
than anything else. He bad a monkey-rope also, although 
he would have gone without it if the captain would let 
him; but if he slipped in between the whale and the ship 
he would be a goner. He stood or stepped about on 
the body with apparent carelessness, although he did not 
let go his hold on the falls. My heart was in my mouth for 
fear that he would slip off among the swarming sharks, 
but he paid no attention to them, except to posh aside with 
hia foot one which had come too close. He bad bad long 
experience, and told me afterward that there was little to 
fear from the sharks as long as the whale was there. The 
gulls, too, and other scavengers of the air, had gathered, 
and there was a wheeling, screaming flock of them over my 
head. We were not so very far offshore. 

Attached to the lower end of the cutting-falls was a 
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tfiguMe iron hook. This hook Asevedo fitted into the hol« 
cat through the blubber. The blubber of a whale is his 
■kin, B peculiar cellular and fibrooa structure containing 
the oil, &nd it is from five to twelre inches thick, vary- 
ing with the sine of the whale and the place on his body 
that it comes from. The blubber of the ri^t whale i> 
thicker. It is thickest on the bock, less thick on the 
aides, and thinnest on his hellj. On the shoulder it is 
Tcry tough. Although the sea was not high, it was bard 
woik getting the hook In place, and Aievedo gmnted and 
■weated^as he squatted or kneeled on one knee on the car- 
cass, and the seas washed over his legs and wet him to 
the waist. But he got the hook in place at last, with the 
help of a long knife. Then he rose to his feet, holding to 
the falls with one hand, and gave the word to heave. 

This duty of the boatsteerer is nnpleasant enough at 
best, but when the sea is rough I have seen a man almost 
drowned by the water which continually swept over him. 
Under such conditions the enormous hook is jerked and 
swayed by the roll of the ship; and he has to be con- 
stantly on the lookout that the heave of the ship and the 
lieave of the whale, which osoally will not be in the same 
direction at any instant, do not catch him between them. 

Two men were at the gangway, to steer the sheet of 
blubber — called the blanket piece — as it came up, and 
twenty men at the windlass. When Azevedo gave the 
word, " Haul taut and heave away," the whole twenty of 
tiiem pumped at the windlass, which clanked merrily at 
first, then more slowly as the falls took the strain; then 
more slowly still, with the men singing out, and puffing 
and grunting. The ship slowly heeled over toward the 
whale. Then, suddenly, there was a ripping, rending 
sotmd, the ship righted and rolled a little, and there was 
the hook with the end of the blanket piece of blubber in 
the air, clear of the carcass, which had turned part way 
met in the bight of the fluke-chain. I may not have said 
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that the bodj Is held hj a loop ar higfat of heavy chain 
at the " small," jast forward of his flukes, so that it will 
turn freely. In addition to this there is a chain about the 
lower jaw at first, but that, of course, does not hold the 
carcass after the jaw ia cot off, which ia one of the earli- 
cat operations. 

Mr. Tilton and Mr. Snow continued cutting the rear 
scarf, Mr. Brown kept at the forward scarf, or necklace, 
where the head was to be cut off, and Mr. Wallet again 
attacked the tongue and the other hinge of the jaw as the 
turning of the carcass gave him opportunity. The heavy 
atrip of blubber rose slowly as the crew pumped at the 
windlass, and the spades of the mates rose and fell regu- 
larly. The tongue and the jaw were hoisted in by the sec- 
ond cutting-falls. That jaw looked enormous as it came in 
over the side. When the tackle was tight up, block to 
htock, it was not quite clear of the gangway, and they had 
to swing the other end around, and heave it in. When it 
waa on deck, it was poshed over into the port scuppers, 
out of the way. They then resumed work upon the blanket 
piece of blubber, Uie woric of cutting off the bead being 
carried forward at the same time. 

The blanket strip was soon high in the air, the falls 
block to block. The steady clanking of the windlass 
stopped, and the men Iiad a breathing spell of a few miu> 
ntes, aa Mr. Baker called " Chock-a-block. Board blanket 
piece." 

Mr. Tilton stood at the gangway with a boarding-knife 
in his hands, and took the attitude of a man about to take 
part in a bayonet charge. That was virtually what he did. 
The boarding-knife is a sword-like blade, nearly straight, 
thirty inches long, and it is fixed in the end of a stout 
wooden handle, about three feet long. With this formid- 
able weapon Mr. Tilton made violent longes and plunges 
at the strip of blubber just above the break of the gang- 
way, and soon had a bole through it Through this hole 
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SB " CTC-strop " — a loop of heavy rope, throngh one end 
of which the blnbber-hook passes — was passed, and iU 
oak toggle pounded into place on the other side and 
lashed, to make its hold on the blubber secure. 

Meanwhile the fall of the first tackle had been secured 
and the strain put od the second tackle. There are two 
drums on the windlass, and one fall leads to each drum. 
The man with the boarding-knife again attacked 
the strip of blubber, this time a little above the hole, 
and bj a aeries of stabs and slashes he cat it across, 
and the upper piece swung in over the open hatch, and 
was lowered to the blubber room, where it was stowed, the 
outside — " black skin," as it is called — down. This prty 
cceding surprised me, for I had supposed, without giving 
the matter an; thought, that it would be dumped upon the 
deck and cut up there. I did not know what a mountain of 
blubber it would make, and the deck well cluttered up with 
the jaw and the junk and the small, as yon will see. One 
or two of the last strips of blubber they did dump there. 
My surprise, I found, was justified somewhat. No more 
blubber is put between decks than is necessary to pro- 
Tide working space on deck. A big whale can be tried 
out in thirty-six hours, and it would only mean hoisting 
out almost immediately. But in this case there was a 
threat of rain, and rain spoils blubber. 

The cuttlng-in proceeded rapidly. Mr, Wallet and Mr. 
Brown were engaged upon various dissections of the head 
at the same time that the blanket piece was being stripped 
off, and from time to time there were interruptions in the 
regular progress of the blanket pieces to enable them to 
finish certain stages of the operation in the order that 
has been found to be proper. It is necessary that the bead 
should be dissected into its parts and cut off before tha 
stripping of the blanket pieces has gone very far. This is 
the moat important operation in cuttiog-in, as the bead 
of the sperm whale contains the most valuable of Iiii 
products. 



CHAPTER IX 

The head of the sperm whale, u seen from the side, li 
ron^j rectangular in outline, with an exaggerated up- 
per jaw which aeenu oat of all manner of proportion to 
the lower. Id Urge whales the height of the square fore- 
bead or noie is eleven to thirteen feet, and the width of it 
nine to eleven feet, while the lower jaw Is slender and 
pointed. This exaggeration of the upper part of the head 
does not argne anything in regard to the sise of the brain, 
as might nstnrall; be supposed. The brain is placed in a 
normal position in regard to the eye, which is a little 
above and behind the angle of the mouth, and appears to 
be set too low down in the head. 

All of this huge upper part of the head Is nothing but 
an excrescence : a tough, fibrous or fatty matter. In which 
there con be little feeling if there is any. Whales some- 
times ram ships, striking them with tliat upper part of the 
head or nose — and sink them, too — and swim raging off. 
apparently little the worse for the encounter. There am 
some well-authenticated cases which I cannot be expected 
to remember, for they happened many years before I was 
bom. I refer especially to the cases of the Ann Alexander 
and the Essex, which were sunk by whales, and there have 
been others. There is no doubt about it, although the fact 
has been doubted by a good many people who knew noth- 
ing about whales. You would never have found a whale- 
man who doubted it. I Icnow of one case, at least, which 
occurred well within my recollection. The Kathleen was 
sunk by a whale in 1908, several hundred miles from land, 
and the crew took to the boats, cheerfully enough, I do 
not doubt, with the prospect before them of a voyage 
of over A week at the very least, and possibly two or 
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three. The suater of the Kathleen lived vithln a block 
of me. Hifl wife was on that voyage, with her parrot, 
which lived to tell the tale. Tbcae same Bolshevik whales 
can carry timbers, from the bows of sbipi which they 
have innk, embedded in their heads for years without 
apparent inconvenience. 

However, the primary purpose of that exaggeration of 
the Qpper jaw is not to serve as a battering ratn. In the 
upper part of that great growth is a well of the pttrest 
oil extending very nearly the length of the head. This 
is called the " case." Just what its purpose is nobody 
seems to know, although there have been many guesses. 
One of these guesses is that the well of oil helps to float 
the heavy head; but this guess can hardly be right, for 
the head, when severed, immediately toms, with the 
spiracle, or blow-hole, down. 

Between the case and the skull lies the " Junk," of still 
tougher material than the case, but contuning consider- 
able oil, although it is not contained in a single well. The 
cells of the junk are from four to eight inches across, 
filled with faintly yellow oil, or oily substance, which is 
translucent when warm. The walls of these cells are com- 
posed of extremely tough, interlacing fibres, or ligaments, 
called " white horse." The separation of the junk from the 
case is on a very nearly horiiontal line running through 
the nose just above the bump — or what looks like a 
bump. The contents of the case seem to be liquid durlnf^ 
the life of the whale, but after the body becomes cold, 
they become partly solid. The solid part is spermaceti. 

The skull, tf separated from the eicrescence, bears 
■ome resemblance to the head of an alligator, and the eye 
seems to be set right enough. This separaticn of the head 
into Its parts was what Mr. Wallet and Mr. Brown were 
proceeding to accomplish. While they were cutting the 
case from the junk, Macy and George Hall, boat-steerers 
for the first and second mates, rove ropes In each cheek 
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for tht chaini which vera to hold the cue. When the xp- 
arstioD was complete, the case was passed astern, held by 
chains, nose down in the water, nntil the cuttlng-in should 
be finished and the carcass cut adrift The jnok was then 
cat away from the slcull and hoisted bodily on deck. Dur- 
ing the operation of cutting the junk from the skoU, they 
cut alongside and close to the skull, and as they could not 
aee what they were cutting, but had to go by feeling, there 
were several spades spoiled. The cutters passed these 
dulled spades in on deck, and freshly sharpened spades 
were passed to them. I heard the noise of the grindstone 
during the whole operation. 

They were a long time in cutting the junk and the case, 
and there was nothing to see except the swarming sharks, 
and I got tired of seeing the spades rise and fall ont of 
flight in that mass of flesh, so I turned away. Unfortu- 
natety Mr. Baker chanced to see me, and su^ested, in 
unnecessarily vigorous language, that if I had nothing 
else to do I had better tnm the grindstone. I thought it 
best to humor him, so I went over to that device of the 
devil, and found Black Tony sharpening spades and Black 
Man'el turning for him. 

Man'el looked up. " What yoa want, little Tim ? " he 
aaked, grinning, 

" Mr. Baker told me to tnm the grindstone," I an- 
•wered. 

" Aw, you go 'way f'om here," said Man'el, his grin 
widening. " I turn for Tony. You coold n't turn well 
enough. Nice place orer there," he went on, nodding his 
bead sidewise toward the port rail. "Mr. Baker won't 
»ee yon." 

He looked up at Tony, who nodded In confirmation, and 
I found an Inconspicuous place against the rail, on the 
side away from the cutting. Here I stood, and looked out 
over a gentle sea. The sun was high, and it was pleasantly 
warm, and the oUy smell from the eutting-in was not dis- 
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agreeAble, althongh I was to leeward and got It all. The 
aounds of the men pumping at the windlass, and the mates 
on the cutting-stage, and the noiae of an occasionally 
shouted order, sounded more and more faintlf in my ears 
nntil they ceased to carry their message to my brain. I 
heard only the screams of the seabirds wheeling aboTC me, 
and I saw a glittering sea which danced before my half- 
dosed eyes. 

How long I remained in this hypnotic state, between 
sleeping and waking, I do not know; but I was suddenly 
aroused by a shout, and turned, to see what seemed to be 
a blackfish come sliding across the deck, straight at me. 
It was the smalL The explanation is simple, although I did 
not know it at the time. As they approach the small in 
nnrolling the blanket piece, it comes harder and harder, 
for the forward end of the carcass has no support except 
the strip of blubber to which the hook of the cutting- falls 
is fast, and the raw, red shoulders hang low in the water, 
ao that it is hard to turn them over. When the small is 
reached, therefore, the carcass is cut clean through, and 
tiie forward end sent adrift, accompanied by the shoal of 
silent sharks and the swarming seabirds. The flukes are 
then cut off, and the small hoisted bodily in upon deck. 

My only thought, if I had a thought, was to get out of 
the way of this slippery black monster. I jumped away 
from my place, which seemed to be its destined resting- 
place, the next jump being as far into the future as I had 
time to look. The deck was now a perilous place to make 
your way about on, lumbered up as it was with the jaw 
and the junk, and the last blanket piece of blubber, which 
lay pretty well across it, beside the open hatoh; and it 
was covered with oil, as was the gangway and the rail 
near it. I had no time to consider or to measure chances. 
I went skipping lightly from floe to floe, like Elisa fleeing 
from the bloodhounds; and J stepped npon the piece of 
blabber innocently lying there, meaning to spring across 
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tiie hatch. It looked firm, and there was nowhere dse to 
atep without running into something, and I was on my 
way and I could not stop. It did not look bo very slippery. 
But it was slippery, and it was not firm; and my foot 
slipped, and the piece of blabber tipped jost enongb to 
■hoot me down the open hatch. 

As I went down, I caught a glimpse of an astonished 
brown face, in the comparatire darkness of the blabber 
mom, gasing with mouth hanging open, and wide eyes. 
Then I landed, sitting down, on the other pieces of blub- 
ber, which the owner of the brown face had been stowing. 
I straggled about there in the half darkness for some time 
before I coold get apon my feet. I had no help from the 
Kanaka Tom. I thought he would hare a fit He fairly 
shrieked with laughter until be could not stand, to say 
nothing of helping mc. The pieces of blubber slipped 
about and threw me again and again, and when I finally 
managed to get up, I seemed to hare been swimming in 
oil. My clothes were soaked with it I had managed to 
keep my face and hair out of it, but that was about all. 

I heard great shouts of laughter from the deck, but I 
did not mind, for it was funny. It wonld have been fun- 
nier for them if they could all have seen me wrestling 
with the blubber. I found myself grinning as soon as I 
had got over the immediate effects of my struggle. I 
grinned at the helpless Tom. My clothes were not uncom- 
fortable, but they were hopelessly spoiled for any other 
use than an oily one. 

When I got on deck again — I took good care to be aft 
of the hatch, and stood under the gallows by the mainmast 
■ — they were shifting the case forward, so that It should 
be near the gangway. A whip was already rigged at the 
main yardann, which was braced forward. Every few sec- 
onds one of the crew caught sight of me standing there 
In my oily clothes, and he whooped and shouted with 
langhter. I was not sensitive aboot such tilings, and I 
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grinned in return. The Admiral and BUck Mon'el were 
the moat affected b^ the light of me, the Admiral letting 
out such a whoop aa would have scared away all the 
whtdes within ten miles. Even Black Tonj, who rareljr 
smiled and never laughed, but waa always dignified and as 
atiff and straight as a poker, could not help smiling. 

Black Tony ahoold have been an officer of the high 
command in some army. He looked the part, lean, straight, 
and tall, dignified alwaya, and silent and reserved, the 
only thing out of keeping being his thin gold earrings, 
and perhapa his color. I think all the other men looked 
up to bim, even the mates, in a way ; but he was not even 
a boatstcerer. Certainly few attempta were made to play 
Qpon him any of the rough jokes of sailors. I remember 
once, when we were on the Western grounds, which are to 
the westward of the Aaores, in the middle of the Atlantic 
Ocean, some poor fool did try a practical joke on him. 

The case was now at the gangway, and there waa no 
more chance for shouts of merriment on the part of the 
crew, for they were again at the windlass, swaying up on 
the cutting-tackles, which had been hooked on to the case. 
They could do ycij little with it, however, no matter how 
hard they pumped. The ship heeled over toward it, and 
there it stuck, and there it was secured, the upper, open 
end about on a level with the deck. 

The case-bucket was then made fast to the line run- 
ning through the block at the yardarm. The case-bucket 
looks not unlike an old-fashioned fire-bucket with a bolg- 
ing bottom, except that old fire-buckets were made of 
leather, and the case-backet was of wood, bound about 
with at many hoops as the old oaken bucket. Wright took 
his place at the gangway, with a wooden pole in his hands 
nearly twenty feet long. With this pole he pushed the 
bucket down, and a bucketful of the mushy contents of 
the case, consisting of oil and shreds of half -solidified 
spermaceti, plopped into it. It was then drawn up by men 
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on the other end of the line, and emptied into a butt. 
Aa many men aa could get at the open end of the well of 
oil were bailing with anything they could lay thcii hand« 
to, the long-handled copper dippers for dipping oil ont 
of the try-pota, buckets, tin pails without long bandies. 
When the level of oil was lowered, the dippers without 
long bandies became useless, of course, but the copper 
dippera could be osed for some time. When these came 
up nearly empty the case-bueket worked alone. 

At last the long pole in Wright's hands had been 
poshed down for nearly its whole length, to the bottom 
of the well and the case-bucket would bring up no more 
oil. There was atill some at the bottom of the well, how 
erer, and Black Man'el, stripped to a ragged old pair of 
overalls, went down with the bucket. He disappeared la 
the black carcm. We could ace nothing of him, but the 
bucket made more than one trip before it brought bim up 
again. He was a sight to see, dripping oil everywhere, faia 
tightly curling hair foil of it and of soft, silky shreds of 
spermaceti. I laughed at him, saying that it was my tnm 
to laugh; but he only showed all hia white teeth, replying 
that he liked it, and that the oil kept him warm and 
" Boopled " him, and recommending it to me. I could un- 
derstand that It might be pleasant to bathe in oil, in case- 
oil, for it had an agreeable smell, faintly like that of milk 
as It foams in the buckets; but I could not have stood get- 
ting my hair full of It. 

As Man'el came up from his oil bath, I beard laughter 
behind me, and other sounds of merriment and gaiety, and 
I turned to see the cause. There was the small, from 
which the blubber had been stripped, lying raw and 
ghastly. Some half-dosen men were gathered behind it, on 
the side away from the gangway, and as I looked, they 
began to push. It was like a game of push-ball, with the 
raw, red small of a vbale for the ball; too heavy to be 
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mndi Ijke tbe Teal push-ball, of vhicb, of coorae, I bad 
never beard at tbat time. Nobody had heard of it in 187S. 
Tbe ahip waa rolling gently, and while they had to push 
nphill they made little or no progress, but when ahe rolled 
to starboard, the small got to going pretty fast The deck 
was slippery, and each man was poshing as hard as be 
conld for his chacUing, hoping, I supposed, to swing it 
around so that it would not go out of the gangway, for 
which it waa aimed. 

In tbat purpose they were successfal. The small 
struck hard against one of tbe stanchions at the comer of 
the opening, swung around, and as the ship rolled back. 
It started for tbe port rail, knocking a man down. Tbcn 
the laughter bubbled forth, led by tbe blacks and the 
Kanakas. I bad some fear that the sliding small might 
\lttak out the rail on the port side; but the jaw was there, 
•nd tbe men collected strength enough to stop the slide, 
although it carried very nearly across the deck. Tbe disci- 
pline was not strict, for it does no barm to have a laugh- 
ing crew; but the pushing rapidly developed into horse- 
play. Then Mr. Brown stopped it with a curt word, and 
the men fell to very Industriously, hut their faces were 
merry still, and gushes of laughter bubbled out now and 
then. At the next roll of tbe ship, the small shot from tbe 
gangway as from a catapult, and into the water nearly a 
couple of fathoms from the side with a tremendous 
■plash, which wet the men at the gangway. 

Of course it had to be Hr. Brown who stopped that 
hone-play, and I felt an admiration for his way of doing 
it, with two or three words, although I did not hear what 
he said. Mr. Baker would have stopped it sooner and more 
violently. I think tbe men were all afraid of Mr. Baker, 
which was, no doubt, the feeling which he wished to in- 
spire. As for Mr. Wallet, he could not have done it in a 
thousand years, and it would never have occurred to him 
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to try; bat Mr. Broini (topped it at just tbe riglit point, 
sod left the men feeling gay and bigfa-spirlted. The whole 
thing, while unimportAnt in itself, showed the feeling of 
the men toward our third mate, and hli way of dealing 
with then. 



CHAPTEK X 

Thx cntting-Ii] wm over b; the middle ot the afternoon, 
for that first whale of oora wag Dot very large. If out 
windlaag had been as powerful as modem windlasses, we 
ahonld have been able to get the case — or eren the whole 
bead — bodily on deck, and to get at the oil within it 
more quickly and completely. The holds of the cutting- 
falls had been cut away, and the empty case had drifted 
astern, sinking slowly as it went; the junk had been 
emptied of its oil, the pure, sweet oil following the spades 
at every cut; and men were already busy with squeesing 
OBt the shreds of spermaceU from the case-matter, two 
men to a tab. These men seemed to be in no hurry, and to 
find their task pleasant I was naturally curious, as a boy 
aboold be, and I plunged my hand into a tub of it. I found 
it to be an exceedingly pleasant unguent, and the half- 
solidified spermaceti infinitely soothing to hands that were 
cut and scraped, bruised and chapped. I understood — or 
I thought I understood — the leisurely way In which the 
men were working, although this work cannot be done in 
a hurry and done well. If the spermaceti is not taken out 
pretty completely, it chars in the try-pots, and darkens 
the oil, which lessens its value. Head oil is the lightest in 
color, and the most valuable, and it is always kept sepa- 
rate. 

Our mainyards were now aback, the mainsail furled, 
the topsails reefed, and the ship made very little way, 
rolling slowly on a drift to leeward. Some of the crew 
had cleaned out the try-works, taking out the odds and 
ends and trash with which the pots were filled, and had 
laid a fire under them. Wood was used for this first fire, 
hut after the first lot of blubber has been tried out, the 
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•craps or " fritters " ~- blubber from which the ©il has 
been tried, and wliich are fried crisp — are used for feed- 
ing tbe fire. Tbej burn veil and fiercely, with a huge vol- 
ume of nauseous blade smoke. The scraps remaining from 
one trying-out are kept to start the fire on tbe next oc- 
casion. 

The trying-out started on the head-matter, in order to 
keep the oil from contamination, and to preserve its light 
color. Meanwhile there were two men in the blubber room 
with knife and spade to cut from the blabber the pieces 
of flesh that had come ofF with it They then cot the 
blanket strips into smaller pieces, roughly rectangular. 
These " horse-pieces," as they are called, were cnt all the 
way across the blanket, and about six or eight inches 
wide; so that. In this case, they were strips, about three 
feet long and eight inches wide. They are sometimes not so 
long. In cutting the hors^pieces, the men generally stood 
on the strip in tbeir bare feet, and cut it with a sharp 
spade beld vertically. I knew how slippery those strips 
of blubber coald be, and I trembled for fear that, on that 
onstable footing, the sharp spade might fall on the wrong 
spot and cut off a. few of those wriggling toes, or even a 
foot. It would be easy. The spade was sharp and heavy, 
and a man might cnt off his toes before he knew It; but 
I saw no such accident, either then or later, although I 
believe it was not uncommon. The men did not seem to be 
afraid of accidents. 

When the blubber hod been cut this wey, the " horse- 
pieces " were tossed on deck and taken to the mincers. The 
mincers were men — usually two — who wielded heavy, 
two-handled knives about two feet long, with a handle at 
each end ; the knives being a sort of a cross between a 
butcher's cleaver and a carpenter's draw-knife, or more 
nearly, perhaps, a cleaver with a handle at each end. The 
mincers work against the end of a heavy block, or horse, at 
the height of tbeir belts — if they happen to have belts — 
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and dtop and allce the fleah side of the blubber, vith a 
peculiar rolling motion of the heav; knife. The mincer 
Died both hands to hold his mincing-knife, while a second 
man held the horie-piece on the block. The flesh side of 
the blubber 1> cut in this waj* into thin strips, resembling 
strips of bacon, leaving the outside, or black skin, intact. 
These are called " bible-leares," and are ready for the 
trjr-pots. 

There was a pair of try-pots set in brickwork just abaft 
the foremast, with room to work for the men tending 
tbem. These men stand forward of the try-works. As I 
hare said before, there was a roof, or bouse, over them, as 
Is nsnally, but not always, the case. The fire-space under- 
neath was separated from the deck by a low platform 
which projected some distance beyond the fire-doors, and 
this platform had nnder it a tank, which was always filled 
with water when the fire was burning, to protect the deck. 
The fire-doors were in the forward side of the try-works. 
They were of iron, and could be slid back or swung up- 
ward. Two — three, if there are three try-pots — smoke- 
stacks of copper, and of rectangular section, projected a 
little way above the roof. 

I have given these details of the arrangements because 
I know that there are now comparatively few people who 
are familiar with them; in fact, there are none except 
whalemen and outfitters, and men and boys who hare 
been in the habit of running over the ships at will. Even 
the boys of that last class, if there are still any such, are 
probably not as familiar with the arrangements aa they 
ought to be, although they may think they are. I had seen 
whalers since I could remember, and had rambled over 
them, and played on them and beside them throughout 
my boyhood, but I had never given a thought to the ques- 
tion whether the fire was fed from aft or from forward of 
the try-works. I suppose I should have said that the doors 
opened aft. Somehow, that seemed the natural way — for 
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the men to face the bows as they work. It i* not, «a It 
bAppens. Just &ft of the try-works was the bench, with a 
vise and other " fizins," where repairs were mode od the 
h&rpoons and Isnces and pretty nearly ererything dse. 

Remembering my mistakes — some of them — I am not 
iDclined to be so severe apon the men of Atlantic City as 
aome whalemen are. A whaleship went ashore upon those 
hospitable sands, and they took her aa she was, hi^h and 
dry on the beach, and they repaired her, and fitted her 
completely, as they supposed, and used ber as «ne mors 
exhibition — one more attraction for the crowds which 
throng the Boardwalk. I can imagine them; I con even 
see them coming in crowds, at ten or fifteen cents s head, 
to go over the whaler — the " spouter," as I have no doubt 
they called ber, although I rarely heard the term used 
among whalemen. But, on one day of Ill-fortune, there 
chanced to be a whaleman in that crowd. He looked criti- 
cally over the old ship, saying nothing; and he found that 
they had made the try-works face the wrong way, patting 
the fire-doors aft instead of in the forward side. H« 
smiled, I do not doubt, but still he said nothing — in At- 
lantic City. When he got home, however, It was a different 
thing, and the matter was spread abroad In New Bedford, 
and It got into the papers, which had no end of fun with 
the poor, ignorant Atlantic Citisens. Occasionally it crop* 
out yet In the " Mercury " or the " Standard." They 
simply caiuot resist living the natives of Mew Jersey a 
poke now and then. 

I can hardly expect readers of this rambling narrative 
to be better versed in such matters than those men of At- 
lantic Clfy. In order that they may not be In « state of 
chaotic Ignorance In regard to them, I have dwelt on the 
details to « degree which most whalemen would think un- 
necessary and an Insult to their intelligence. They would 
take all these things for granted. 

The mates and boatsteerers officiate at the try-pots. 
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and handle the long-bandied, long-shanked derfl-forka, or 
tbe iklmmeri, or the copper dippera. The; began with the 
head-matter, for reatona which I hare g^reo. When thia 
waa cooked enoogh, it waa ladled ont of the try-pota with 
tbe long-handled copper dippers that I have mentioned, 
and into the copper cooling-tank which stood beside the 
trj-poti. From the AMling-tank the oil overflows into a 
hnge Iron pot. From this, in turn, it ia again dipped, and 
put into casks, or barrels, marked " Head " or " Case " 

Of " J iiwfc. " 

I did not see this last operation at this time, however. 
Hy duties lay mostly in the cabin and the steerage, with 
the officers and boatsteerers, and I had to go when I was 
called, or before if I bad sense enough for It. I was ex- 
pected to he on hand at meal times, or a little before, and 
help the steward. It was now about supper-time, and I 
vas so interested in the process of trying-out that the 
steward had to send for me, or come for me, which did 
not improve his temper. I am afraid that I skimped mj 
duties much of the time, but a boy of fifteen has no great 
sense of responsibility. Captain Nelson was Indulgent to 
me op to a certain point, but he had to give me a wigging 
more than once. I deserved the wigging, and I knew it 
well, and waa always respectful and very repentant. The 
captain usually ended by laughing and bidding me mind 
my eye, which I was quite willing to do, and I always 
promised faithfully that I would. And then there would 
come the nest time, which was generally due to my grent 
interest in something which I was seeing for the first 
time, perhaps. I have no doubt that that fact was taken 
into accoijnt in Captain Nelson's distribution of jusUcc 
He was a just man. 

It was dark when I got back on deck. Trylng-out goes 
on steadily, day and night, until it is done. A trying-out 
watch Is trying In more senses than one. Each watch con- 
sists of half the crew, who are on duty for a longer time 
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OQ end than osnal. It is hard labor, and In a long stege 
of trying-out, the men get bo tired and dased and sleepy 
that they more in a drowse, and they will fall asleep any- 
where. It is in this state that the man will nap standing 
at the wheel, and the man on the royal yard also, the thin 
stay in the hollow of his shoulders, and an arm hooked in 
the running rigging. 

Tbey bad finished the head-matter, and had it already 
ladled into casks lashed along the raiL There It would 
stay for a day or two nntil it was cool enough to stow 
below. They had been working on the blabber for some 
little time, and the smoke coining from the stacks was 
thick and black, except when red flames belched from 
them, mixed with the smoke. Sometimes, when oil got into 
the fire, perhaps from the boiling over of the pots, the 
stacks sent broad sheets of flame six or eight feet into the 
air. These cast a ruddy glare over everything, throwing 
the illuminated portions of the masts and sails and rig- 
ging into high relief, and making bloody reflections from 
the glistening faces and bare arms of the men, and from 
the crests of breaking seas. Altogether it was a scene of 
wdrdness, but it was evil-smelling, and the whole thing 
smacked of evil, the men looking like devils feeding the 
fire to torture some poor lost soul. 

The mates stood on the little platform in front of the 
try-pots, watching their kettles of fat, stirring them now 
and then with their long-handled, long-shanked devil- 
forks. Now and then they picked up a piece of blubber on 
their forks, holding it for an instant clear of the mess, to 
see if the oil was all tried out of it, and if it was thor- 
oughly done. At last one of the pots was ready, and the 
piece of blubber, after dripping for a moment into the 
pot, was thrown on deck instead of being dropped back. 
It was crisp, and the edges curled like a piece of bacon; 
It liuled as it 1^ there, and it would crackle when it had 
cooled a little. Standing at some distance from the try- 
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pots, M I WM, it made ny month water; but I Bjn afraid 
It mmld not have been as good as it looked. At any rate, 
I was not to try it, for the fire-door was opened, and the 
piece of bacon thrown in with an iron fork. 

The boatateerers now came crowding around, with 
shallow strainers, or skimmers, about a foot across, with a 
perforated bottom and a long handle, and took out the 
pieces of blabber, letting each drain out its oil, and threw 
them on deck. Tbej were the scraps, and would be used 
olmoat immediatelj for feeding the fires. There was an 
extra try-pot there, three feet across, with legs a few 
iochea long cast on it, standing on the deck near; in fact, 
there were two of them. It was intended that the hot 
scraps should be thrown Into one of these, but it was 
easier to throw them on deck, so that was where most of 
them went, although some of them got into the pot. 

A piece of cold minced blubber — bible-leaves — was 
put into the second pot to hold it back while the first was 
emptied. A great square copper tank stood beside the try- 
works, the cooling-tank already mentioned. Although I 
never measured our tank, I should think it was about 
three feet wide by four feet long, and stood nearly five 
feet high. With the long-bandied copper dippers the hot 
oil was ladled from the try-pot into this tank, which held 
a good deal of oil. Here the oil cooled a little, and some of 
the stnfT, which the skimmers had not taken out, settled 
toward the bottom. From the side of the tank, near the 
top, projected an overflow spout, with a fine strainer back 
of it, and under the spout was kept one of those huge iron 
pots on short legs. The try-pot which had been emptied 
was now recharged with fresh minced blubber, and the 
operation was being repeated. 

The contents of the second pot were soon ready, and 
were ladled into the tank, and that try-pot recharged with 
fresh minced blabber. So it went on; horsc-piecea, 
mincers, try-pots and tank. I know well that sU the men 
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concerned In the process were tired enough of it before 
tliey got through, if they thought about it at all. Perhaps 
they did not tliink, and merely did it aa part of the day's 
worli; or, at best, took pride in their individual skill in the 
part of the process assigned to each. 

I got very simply tired of the monotony of it, and nau- 
seated with the smell of the burning scraps. It was im- 
possible to get away from that smell without jumping 
overboard, and I was not yet ready for that The thick, 
oily black amoke rose in a column from the two copper 
stacks, and drifted off in the darkness to leeward; and 
the men under the shadow of the roof were occasionally 
bathed In a ruddy light, as they wielded their forks or 
their skimmers or their copper dippers. I watched the 
smooth stream of oil run smoking from the overflow spont 
with each dlpperfnl that was ladled into the tank, while 
the level of the oil in the huge iron pot got higher and 
higher. I hod had enough of watching it. We had caught 
one whale, had tried out less than a third of the oil, and 
there was blubber everywhere, and I was tired of it al- 
ready. How many whales would it take to fill us up? Per- 
haps forty. Perhaps fifty or more if we were sble to send 
home any of our oiL The thought of it staggered me, and 
I turned away. 

They had already broken out some of our cargo. The 
cargo consisted largely of casks, .which were variously la- 
belled with chalk or white paint, and some of the new 
casks, light colored, with that black paint which is used in 
putting the addresses on wooden boxes or cases. Of the 
new casks some were labelled " Bread," some " Flour," 
and so on through our list of food that would keep. The 
" bread " was not the soft kind that I was familiar with in 
the form of light, delicately brown loaves — my mother's. 
Tt was hardbread, or hardtack, and it looked much like 
dogbread, like a rock when freshly baked. Good dogbread 
tortes better than old hardtack, but hardtack in good con- 
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dithm ft pKttr good. It is good for the teeth. Of conru 
there wezc no casks of green vegetables, or of eggs or 
of bntter or of milk, or of manf other things which we 
think necessary to our well-being ashore. There were some 
of salt beef, such as it was. The casks which contained the 
bread and the Soar and what-not, when they hod been 
emptied in the regular course of events, would be filled 
with oiL 

. .We had been out too short a time to empty many of 
these casks, and others were being hoisted from the hold, 
with the legend " Heads and hoops." There were sbooka 
of staves, too, the staves for each cask hooped together 
tightly, and bearing some resemblance to faaces. It J 
bad lumwn at that time what fasces were, I should have 
expected to see the sharp head of a cutting-spade project- 
ing from each bundle. Such a bundle might be borne be- 
fore a whaling captain as the symbol of his authority. 
But I bad never heard of faxces, and I was interested 
only in the process of opening the casks and getting out 
the heads and hoops. The bundles of staves would come 
later. 

The cooper was In charge of this work, but a number 
of men were helping him. There is always more or less 
cooper work being done on a whaler, and there were half a 
dosen men in the crew who were pretty skilful at it. 
There was an abundance of cooper's tools on board, espe- 
cially of hammers and the little tools that are set against 
the hoops, and struck or tapped with the hammer held In 
the right band, to drive the hoops np or down. I think 
these were called " tappers," but I am not sure at this 
moment Names which were once familiar to me have a 
curious habit of slipping from my mind and eluding all 
my efforts to recover them. I suppose it is a symptom of 
age. The old-fashioned name of a perforated skimmer 
about five or six inches across, very slightly concave up- 
wardSj and with a flat iron handle — somewhat resem^ 
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bling tbe tiypot skimmers on a small scale — bos duded 
me in that waj for some years. I almost have it, and it is 
gone. My mother or my grandmother could have told me 
in an instant, but I suppose it is of no use to ask anybody 
now. 

It did not take long to open the casks. That is perhaps 
the simplest form of cooperage. They opened enough to 
give them the heads and hoops that were needed. Then 
came the bundles of staves, which were undone carefully, 
one bundle at a time, so as not to get tbe Maves mixed. 
These staves, being old and oil-soaked, were quickly set 
up, and the casks rolled over to join tbe others already 
lashed by tbe bulwarks, to be filled with hot oil. They 
were filled through a big copper funnel — Peter called 
it a tunnel — with a fine wire strainer fastened in it, and 
a noEsIe that fitted In the bunghole of a barrel. The mouth 
of this funnel was large and square, and there was a dou- 
ble bend in its long nose, setting off the month from tbe 
bunghole by a couple of feet. 

They do these things difTereotly now. There are large 
iron cooling-tsnka below decks, and the hot oil is poured 
into them through a pipe which opens in the deck near the 
try-pots. I have no experience with them, for they were 
unknown to me In 1673, so that I cannot say whether the 
oil cools as quickly in the tanks as it did in tbe casks. 
The tanks save a great deal of work, although we had 
men enough to do the work except when we were very 
much crowded, with two or three whales at once fast 
alongside, waiting to be cut-in and tried out. 

The casks that had been filled were beginning to show 
a slight oose of oU at their seams. I was watching them 
when Peter Bottom stopped beside me. 

He gave me a friendly smile. " This 11 never do," he 
said, " will It? 'Most all tbe casks leak at first You '11 hear 
a deal of setting up hoops before we stow It — and after, 
too, or the barrels might be empty, some of 'em, when we 
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got home. A lot of oil can leak oot In f oar years, if it '• 
only a few drops b da;." 

I made no anawer, and Peter glanced at me. " What 'a 
the matter i Little mite seasick i " 

" Oh, Peter I " I said. " The smell ! " 

He smiled again. " Lor' love yon, " he said, " this ts 
Bothin'. It '• pretty bad sometimes, when we 'tc had the 
try-worka going for three or four days and nights. Then 
we 're so tired we can hardly stand, and there 'a so much 
oil and water over everything yon can't walk the deck. 
Why, many a time, I 've sat down and slid across the deck <■ 
on the seat of my trousers. And the foul smoke chokes and 
■trangles you, and it feels as if it had got all through you, 
and you 'd like to scrape your lungs with a knife, to get 
ofF the soot. Everything 's covered with oil, your clothes 
■oaked with it, your skin full of it, your feet, hands, and 
hair. Break a biscuit and it shines with oil, and cut a - 
piece o' meat out o' the kid and the knife leaves its trail 
of oil. There 'a no gettin' away from it, and you fair hate 
yourself. But cheer up, Tim, it '11 soon be over, and then 
you 'U see such a cleanin' up as you never knew. Sperm 
oil washes off easy, praise the pigs! " 

I was not greatly comforted. I could not stand it any 
longer, and I went to the stern and tried to get a breath 
of sweet air. There was none. All the air over that great 
ocean seemed to be loaded with poison from the burning 
M^aps, and I gave it np, and turned in. 

I lay for a long time in the darkness, listening to the 
breathing of the men in the other bunks, and seeing, be- 
fore the eye of the mind, the oose from those seams grow 
into light amber-colored drops. Then I thought of the 
multitude of barrels that would make up our full cargo — 
twenty-four hundred of them — and from each cask an 
oose of oil that grew imperceptibly into a drop. It was 
Incredibly slow, that growth. And then all the drops 
growing, even more slowly, ontil they shivered a little. 
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ready to falL I almoat held my breath, w^ting for them 
to fall, and tried to multiply twenty-four hundred by 
three hundred and sixty-five by tonr — see whether yoo 
can do it, in your head, while you wait for all those drops 
to fall at once — mental arithmetic, they called it in 
school. I remember that I wished I knew how much oil 
there was in a drop, so that I should know how much oil 
we should lose if, for each barrel, there was a leak 
amounting to a drop a day. Before I had the problem more 
than begun, I fell asleep, with the drops all trembling, on 
the very point of falling. I dreamt abont it, and woke 
early. The problem still bothered me, and I went to get 
pencil and paper, or its equivalent, and figure out that 
product. Then I would ask Captain Nelson how nmch oil 
there was 1a a drop, and I sliould Icnow. 



CHAPTER XI 

Wc mre nearlj s moBth on Hatteraa gronnda, with good 
weather, cm the whole. We apoke lerer&l merchant res- 
vela, one of which waa & big fire-muted ochooner bound 
Into Chftrleaton from Bataria. None of the men had seen 
anch a big schooner-rigged Teasel before, and they all 
gased at her with their mouths hanging open as long as 
•he was in sight. There was nothing beautiful aboat her 
with her stnbby-looking masts and big sails. She would 
have made five of ns easily, and the Clearchns was fairlj 
big for a whaler. There was a smashing southwest breesa 
that day, and the schooner roared by ns, close-hauled, 
with all lowers set and trimmed fiat, carrying a big bone 
in her teeth, and Spray flying over her, forward, with 
every sea. 

We were working well toward the southern edge of the 
grounds. Whales were scarce and shy. One wise old bull 
mcceeded in inducing Mr. Baker and Mr. Tilton to keep 
after him for eight hours, gradually making to windward 
In a heavy sea, until he finally left them, giving a snort of 
derision as he went. I suppose he thought that, as it was 
about bedtime, he would call it a day. The men came back 
utterly beat out and disgusted 

When no whales had even been raised for s week the 
ship's head was again turned to the north for a last look 
before making to the eastward. We had taken but one 
whale. The morning after the change of course I heard 
Mr. Baker, who had that watch, come into the cabin and 
knock on the captain's door. In response to the captain's 
roar, he asked him to come on deck and see what we had 
with OS, I heard Captain Nelson getting up — he was 
never very quiet about it, especially when he was in a 
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hnrrjr — and I bolted out, and up the st&ira at Mr. 
Baket's beds, expecting to aee something quite nnnsDal, a 
whale of enormous slEe, perhaps, or a large shark at least, 
or perhaps an enormous squid. I think J was inclined to 
the squid, for I had always heard of it, but I had never 
come across anybody who had seen one, and I was anxious 
to see a great squid with my own eyes — and at a safe 
distance. 

As soon as I reached the deck I looked all around and 
Mw nothing nnusoal — no squid, at any rate. The sua 
vaa not yet up, and the waters were bearing in slow 
swells, although the surface waa calm and there waa 
hardly enough wind for steerage way. Deep silence waa 
upon the sea, so that I heard it breathing — or it was as 
real as that. The watch stood about, or paced to and fro 
without a sound. The whole aspect was inexpressibly 
melancholy and desolate, and the silence seemed filled 
with evil. All the while the breathing of the sea went on, 
as each great roller caught up with ns, and raised the ship 
to the top of its gentle slope, passed on from onder us, 
dropping her into the valley. J sighed, in spite of myself, 
and J looked about even more carefully. There was noth- 
ing to be seen on the water except a topsail schooner quite 
near, and drifting along with ns. 

I looked up at Mr. Baker, forgetting, for the moment, 
the pressing matter that had brought me on deck. I could 
think of nothing but that gentle breathing, mce the sigh 
of some huge, invisible monster. 

" Can yon hear it, Mr. Baker i" J asked. 

Mr. Baker was an abrupt and rough-spoken man, 
though good-hearted and kind at bottom. He looked at me 
with a lively interest. 

■' Hear it ! " he said. " Hear what ? *' 

" Can yon hear the sea breathing? I can sir," 

He 1>urst into a great roar of laughter, and I got as 
red as whale-meat Mr. Baker bad no imagination and I 
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ODgbt to hsTC knows better than to aak him. I did, but 
I forgot. 

HU laughter stopped as abruptly as it had begun. 
" No, boy," he aaid. " Can't aay na I do. What doea It 
•oond like 7 " 

" I thought that it might be something, sir, that 70a 
called the captain to see — a big whale or a squid," 

" The great squid, eh ? " he asked, smiling. " And 
breathing, too. How big a squid did you hope to sec? Big 
ss a house i " 

" Something like that, sir." 

" Big as a ship, with arms a hundred feet long, eh^ " 
He burst into another roar of laughter. " Been reading 
Melville ? You haven't, eh ? Well, there may be such 
■quid, but I 've never seen any of 'em, and I 've never 
•een anybody who had. All the squid I *ve seen were Lttle 
fellows, a foot or two long, with arms not over nine or 
ten feet, althongh Banks iishermen have got 'em up to 
thirty foot, they say. No, I did n't call the captain for 
anything of the sort. You see that schooner over there, 
with yards at fore and main i " 

" Yes, sir." 

" Well, that 's it. She 's the Annie Battles, and a very 
fast and able boat she is. Hails from Nantucket, Coffin, 
master. Maybe you 'U have a chance to see her again be- 
fore we get throogh, but just look at her lines, and then 
look at the lines of the Clearchus." 

So I looked carefully at the lines of the Annie Battles. 
She was long, almost as long as the Clearchus, I judged, 
bnt she gave the impression of being quite a little smaller, 
because of her very diiferent model. She bad an easy en- 
trance, easy, swelling lines, a full quarter and counter, 
bnt not too full. I could not see her beam, of course, from 
where we were, but it was evidently of that generons 
character which gives a vessel stability while not interfere 
ing with her speed. Altogether, the Annie Battles would 
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lutve been called at once powerful and able. That was tho 
term that sprang at once to a sailor's lips — an able boat, 
a very able boat I heard it from manj, and it was the 
first ibinii they said. I cannot think of any form of praise 
that I would rather have had if J had been her designer; 
it means so mnch, speed, seaworthiness, ability to carry 
sail with safety. It mast have given Coffin, master, a great 
deal of sheer pleasore merely to contemplate his vessel, 
there was that beanty in her. 

She was rigged as a topsail schooner, with a topsail 
yard on each mast, a rig that I have not happened to see 
in any other instance. In fact, the Dobbin, a revenue cut- 
ter stationed at New Bedford a few years later, and the 
Eva are the only other topsail schooners I remember, and 
they had a topsail yard only on the foremast, according 
to my recollection. It was a very pretty rig, but was never 
much in fashion, and has gone out long ago. 

I was still looking at the Battles when I heard Cap- 
tain Nelson's step behind me. Mr. Baker and I were stand- 
ing under the gallows just forward of the mlszenmast. 
There is no whaleboat there, as a boat woald Interfere 
with the use of the gangway. I was at the rail, but Mr. 
Baker stood behind me, well in the shadow and the cap- 
tain stopped beside him. 

" Well, I 'm damned ! " he said in tones of utter dls- 
gusL Then he began to langh, " J am damned ! " he said 
again. " How long's he been there, Mr. Baker? " 

Mr. Baker shook his head. " He was there with the 
first streaks of daylight I did n't see him come." 

Captain Nelson seemed to have got through with the 
Annie Battles. He stood gasing absently at the great, 
smooth swells rolling up on onr starboard quarter, looked 
off at the horizon, as if he could see beyond it, and sniffed 
the air like a dog. At last he turned to Mr. Baker, 

" I don't like the look of these seas," he said. " The 
glass has n't begun to fall yet, but it will. Make the course 
southeast, Mr. Baker. We '11 get out of this." 
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"As to tlicie seu, Tim, here, U7B they bivfttbe. H« 
bean 'em." 

Captain Nebon glanced at me with a smile. " Does he ? 
Well, n> they do, Tim. Could n't Mr. Baker hear it ? " 

" I don't know, sir. He did o't seem to, and I waa n't 
Teiy anre of it, but it seemed as if I did." 

"Be sore of what 70a see and hear, Tim," said the 
captain lUndly. " Yon 're as likely to be right as another, 
as far as the evidence of your senses goes. It 's only in 
scconnting for facts that a man of knowledge and ex- 
perience has the better of yon." 

" Thank yon, sir." 

Mr. Baker was giving orders that wonld bring the ship 
on her new coarse, and she soon began to wear slowly, for 
the gentle breath of air was from the southwest. We 
passed astern of the Annie Battles, which had got pretty 
far ahead by that time, but I could see that the men on 
ber deck were surprised at our change of course. Captain 
Nelson was watching her, and presently a man came up 
her companionway, and stood on her deck looking at us. 
He was a large man, much larger than Captain Nelson, 
I could see nothing more than that and that he was active 
enough to be a young man. He raised his hand, but I could 
not tell whether he was shaking his fist or merely waving 
his hand in salutation. Captain Nelson chuckled and 
waved his baud. 

The Battles was jibing, and she was coming after ni. 
Captain Nelson did not wait, but after giving another 
long look around, he went below. I followed, and pestered 
him, for I wanted to know what it was that he expected, 
and wby he expected it. Of course I had no business to 
bother him about such matters at all, and he would have 
been quite right to tell me shortly to shut op, and many 
masters would. Captain Nelson never did that if he be- 
lieved that I was thirsting for information which it was 
quite proper for me to have. This occasion was no excep- 
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tion, and lie vent to conaiderable pains to explain vhat 
he could, and what I could digest, about tropical honi- 
canes, which are moat common about that aeaaon, espe- 
cially just about the place where we were. It was all in- 
tenaely Interesting to me, and I listened in complete ab- 
aorption, managing to remember moat of what he told me. 
At that time there was a lesa general understanding of 
the fundamental principles of weather, eren among good 
seamen, than there is now. For my own part, it has al- 
ways been difficult for me to remember inatmctions when 
they had to be memorised; but when I once have mas- 
tered principles my troubles are over. I do not have to 
search the stores of memory for a formula which fits the 
occasion, like a formula in chemistry, and I nrely go 

Captain Xelson had not got far Into the subject when 
he interrupted himself. 

" Well, Tim," be said, " that 'a enough for this time. 
Better be off about your business, and we 'U have another 
leaaon before long. I want yon to learn to navigate a Tea- 
sel." 

This was good news to me. I knew nothing whatever 
about navigation, or perhaps I aboold not have been so 
pleased. When Captain Nelson hod given me >ome in- 
atruction, and I plunged into Bowditch by myself, I found 
that I had plunged into deep water without imowing how 
to awim. I was not satisfied to do things in a superficial 
way, according to formula, without knowing what I was 
doing, or why, and at first I had a heartbreaking strug* 
gle with mathematics beyond my preparation for it. But I 
happened to discover, quite by accident, in the third mato, 
Mr. Brown, a man who knew all that mysterious coun- 
try — or those seas. Mr. Brown piloted me through those 
strange seas with considerable skill and great patience, so 
that I could attack my navigation with some satisfaction. 
But I am getting ahead of my story. 
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Flodcs of petrels, or Mother Csrey'a chidiens, were 
about the ship by noon, with their curiooa h&bit of flight, 
u if walking on the w&ter. B7 the middle of the after- 
noon the wind had come in from the eartward, and bj 
dai^ it was blowing freah, the wind heavy and wet and 
increasing. Sail was reduced to reefed topsaila, and the 
Clearchna was put as close to the wind as she would gOj 
mating a coarse a little •onth of southeast. Sailing on a 
taut bowline was not one of the strong points of tha 
Clearchns. She labored a great deal, the seas slapped np 
against her blnff bows, she made much fuss and compara- 
tively little headway, but considerable leeway. There was 
nothing to do, bowerer, but to make ererytfaing snug, and 
to trost in Providence and tbe ship; and I turned in with 
no misgivings, and slept soundly. 

The weather got worse as the night wore on, and I sud- 
denly found myself sprawling on the floor. The ship was 
cutting up curious antics. I crawled on my bands and 
knees back to my bunk, but I could not go to sleep again, 
although I was sleepy. My bank was on the weather side, 
and first I would be standing nearly on my feet, then 
nearly on my head, then perhaps she would quiver and 
go slowly over almost on her beam ends, »o that I barely 
escaped being rolled on to tbe floor again, I heard the 
bell striking wildly — the tongue must have got loose — 
until somebody went and tied it up again, lashed it tight 
It must have been two or three o'clock in tbe morning. 
She seemed to ease a little, sliding down the side of each 
sea until I thought she must be bound for tbe bottom of 
the ocean; then rising slowly, and struggling np the side 
of the next, until at last she reached the top. There she 
paused for what seemed to me, down there in my bunk, 
as mnch as an hour, and rolled to leeward, and I held on 
with all my might. 

I must have dropped off to sleep again, for the next 
thing I knew daylight was filtering in. The ship was 
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keeping np her wild coaating down and alow rtrngglea ap- 
ward, and my muscles weie sore and lame with holding 
on throngh my sleep. 

Captain Nelson was on deck when I got there. He most 
hare been there most of the night. Never in my life, be- 
fore or since, have I seen such seas. They were Teritable 
mountains, with rugged aides, long and high. When wa 
were in a valley we on the deck were sheltered from the 
worst of the wind, and the oncon^ng sea towered so above 
na that I wondered whether the ship would ever be able 
to climb that steep slope. She did somehow. The seas 
were so long that she rode tbem easily enoagb; with un- 
natural ease. It seemed to me. At laat I discovered the ex- 
planation. They had put out oil bags during the nigjit, 
bags of canvas stuffed with oakum and filled with oil. 
Two of these bags were fast, by lines long enough to let 
tbem trail in the water, to the ends of the spritsail yard, 
or spreader on the bowsprit, and one to each cathead. As 
they trailed in the water at the enda of their lines, the oil 
ooied alowly from them and formed a thin film over the 
water which prevented its breaking, so that the ahip Bailed 
in a little calm area of her own. This eased her wonder- 
fully. 

The best course she could make was too much to the 
south to please Captain Nelson, and she was hardly doing 
more than lie to. Soon after I came up the foretopsail, 
close-reefed aa it was, split from top to bottom, and in a 
very few minntea it waa nothing but ribbona. The men had 
great trouble in getting in the remnants of the sail, but 
at last it was secured after a fashion, the strips wooitd 
about the yard like a bandage, and laahed. 

One storm is much like another, except in degree. This 
one reached its height just before noon, and wore off con- 
siderably toward night, although it still blew with gale 
force. The sea went down during the next day, the wind 
drawing to the westward. It was a dry, puffy wind, and 
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the men got otit tbeir vet clothes and hong tbem aa lines 
all about the ship, ao that we most have looked like a 
laondry. We had got more sail on the ship, and with a 
fair wind she made pretty good speed for her. A pretty 
sight ahe must have been, rolling along under conrsea and 
maintopaail with garments of all hues and descriptions 
festooned about her. / 

I went in search of Peter, and found him gasing toward 
the aontheaatem horiaon. He paid me no attention nntil 
I spoke. 

" la it yon, lad ? " he laid, giving me a smile. " I 
thought I saw something heaving atop of a sea. Then the 
sea went on, and let it down, and 1 lost it. There it is 
again, jnst atop of that big se». It has the look of a cask 
or a barreL Better run aft, Tim, and see what they molce 
of it." 

I found Captain Nelson with his glass at his eye. 

" A barrel," he said to Mr. Baker, " and an oil barrel, 
•nd half full of oil, I should guess. And there 'a other 
wreckage. Better run down that way." 

We changed onr course to southeast, and in ten minutes 
or 10 we were running through all sorts of wreckage scat- 
tered over a mile or more of ocean: barrels, many of them 
foil, and fragments of boats, and pieces of a deckhouse, 
and broken oars, and splinters of some veaaera rail, and 
other like evidence of destruction. They seemed worth 
further Investigation, and we backed our main, while a 
boat was lowered. The boat came back without having 
been able to identify the vessel. There was no name on 
any of the fragments, and nothing which gave a clue; and 
although there were several barrels in sight, they seemed 
to be full of oil, and they floated awash, so that the name, 
if it was there, could not be seen without getting them 
out of the water, Mr. Baker suggested that, and made the 
further suggestion that they were full of oil anyway, and 
we would be killing two birds with one stone. He hated to 
see that good oil bound for Davy Jones. 
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Captain Nelson shook hia head. It waa near 8iui8et> 
and the yntda were braced aronnd, and we filled off on 
our coarse again. We sailed through more scattered 
wreckage for half an hour, some fragment of the good 
ship here and there, broken ont of her light upper works. 
It made us all silent, each man busy with his own 
thoughts. They might have been, with a few minutes' 
streak of bad luck, the fragments of the Clearchus which 
were scattered over those miles of ocean. I was thinking 
of this, and looking ont ahead, when I saw what seemed 
to be a spar with a broken end rise on a sea, then vanish 
again. It glistened in the light of the setting sun, but I 
thought that I had made out the broken end clearly, 

I spoke of it, bat the captain was already examining it 
through hb glass. 

" I 've got it, Tim," he said. He pat the glass down. 
" Two spars lashed together, and a man lashed to them. 
No sign of life in him, but we '11 pick him op and see." 

We ran down to him, pretty close. It was a crasy apol- 
ogy for a raft, merely two spars lashed together loosely. 
The man had been sitUng on them with his legs, from the 
knees down, in the water. Now his body had fallen back- 
ward, and his bead rested on the spars. In his hand he 
gripped a hatchet. What could be have wanted with a 
hatchet ? I asked the captain. 

Captain Nelson was looking at the man, bat he turned 
to me for an instant. " Sharks, I *m afraid, Tim," he said. 

Just then our boat got to him, and somebody cut the 
lashings, and they lifted iiim Into the boat. His legs were 
terribly bitten by sharks, and one foot was gone. I turned 
away, sick and faint. 

It was dnsk when they bronght him aboard, still grip- 
ping his hatchet. He was breathing, bat the life wss al- 
most oat of him. He was carried below, and they did 
what they could for him, and he was still alive when I 
tarned in after writing what I considered a very solemn 
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and arresting passage in mj jonrnal. I do not reprodnce 
that passage. It seema like betraying the confidence of a 
veil-meaning boy who seldom felt deeply on such matters, 
and still more seldom gave utterance to thoughts of the 
kind when he had them. To me it would seem much on 
the same order as publishing love-letters — to be ridi- 
culed. But the passage in my journal is funny, while it 
brings tears to my eyes as I remember my feelings as I 
wrote it. 

When t got on deck in the morning I saw the four 
Kanakas gathered about the sailmaker, who was just fin- 
ishing the job of sewing up a long bundle done up ia a 
piece of old canvas. It was the body of the man we had 
rescued the evening before. He had died in the night 
without regaining consciousness. He was a Kanaka, hot 
beyond that one evident fact we never knew who he was, 
or what ship he came from, for by the time we got back 
to New Bedford so many things had happened that the 
incident had slipped from our minds. Many things slip 
from the minds of sailors in that way, and are recalled 
only in the course of recounting some yam, as I am doing. 

The four Kanakas were chanting an improvised song, 
the Admiral singing each verse, which he seemed to be 
making up as be went along, and the other three joining 
in the choms. The singing was soft and seemed weird to 
me, for I had never before heard Kanaka singing. There 
were a great many verses, and the singing continued long 
after the sailmaker had got through and gone. Then the 
captain and other officers came, and the crew was mustered, 
and we all stood with uncovered heads while the captain 
read a very short service — or prayer, I don't know which 
— from a prayer book. The service took about a minute, 
and then they tipped up the plank and shot the body into 
the sea just as the sun was coming up out of tt. I was at 
the rail, and I canght the red gleam of sunlight on the 
canvas as the bundle fell, making s crimson streak 
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tfarougb tiie air; It atrock the water, throving the spny 
high, and disappeared from our sight, and it was aa if 
that man had never been. The ceremony over, and the 
body, shrouded in canvas, plunging downward through the 
depths of ocean, the crew put on their hats or caps and. 
went about their business, promptly forgetting the whole 
matter. But I have reason to believe that the sharks did 
not forget, and I doubt whether that bundle ever reached 
bottom. 

That afternoon ve sighted a sail rising to the south- 
east. It had the look of a ship or a brig, for all we could 
•ee at £rst was the dim outline of square topsails; but 
presently the upper parts of her lower sails hod risen 
from the sea, and they were fore-and-aft sails unmis- 
takably. There could be but one vessel which answered 
that description, and that was the Annie Battles. Captain 
Nelson showed a curious mixture of relief and disappoint- 
menL He smiled and swore softly, and I was tempted to 
run and find Peter Bottom, but I did not. It was exactly 
what he had expected. 

I remember there was a flock of petrels near the ship 
at the time, and my attention was divided between watch- 
ing them and watching ttte Battles. She was running close- 
hauled, at which she was very good; and she got abeam of 
Ds, and very near, before I noticed that she had a brand' 
new foretopmast. Mr. Baker and the captain, of coarse, 
had seen it long before. Mr. Baker now turned to the 
captain. 

" We got out of It," he said, " better than she did." 

Captain Nelson nodded. There was a big young fellow 
standing near the wheel of the Battles, and looking hard 
at us. Mr. Baker said it was Captain Coffin. I was sur- 
prised, for, except for his sise, he looked too young to be 
captain of anything. He was as big as my father, and 
seemed much like him, pleasant and easy-going and com' 
petent. He waved his hand to Captain Nelson. 
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"Jnit wanted to mtke sure 70a were oU right," bo 
■hout«d. 

CsptalD Nelion grinned. " Much obliged," he ftnawered. 
"All shipshape. Did n't even lose a to'gall&n'mast." 

Coffin laughed at that. " Nor a sail either, I nippose," 
he retorted, pointing at onr topaail yard. Some of tho 
crew were on it at ttiat moment, bending a new foretop- 
•aiL 

Captain Nelson grinned again. " It was so old," he ' 
sold, " that I thought I 'd better bend a new one." 

The Battles was shaking in the wind, and fell off on 
the other tack, and rounded under our stem. She shaved 
onr stem so close that I could almost have reached out 
and grabbed the leach of her mainsail. She kept off with 
ns on oar course, but she was sailing nearly two feet to 
our one, and she drew ahead rapidly. 

Before she had sailed onr length Captain Coffin bailed 
again. 

" Where 'you bound now ? " 

Captain Nelson waved his hand vaguely. "Ob, to the 
east'ard," he said, " to the east'ard." 

"Western grounds, I suppose. We'll be waiting for 
yon." 



CHAPTER XII 

The first obierration that the captain was able to tska 
ahowed us to be in latitude 27° N., which was much far- 
ther aontli than be had any idea of. I was present when 
, be worked oat our position; I was supposed to be having 
a lesson in navigation, but I had no notion what he was 
doing, nor why. I remember that he could not believe it, 
and tboDgfat that he must have made a mistake, but a sec- 
ond observation confirmed the first, and I marked ooz po- 
sition on the chart. I knew enough for that. That made 
our course northeast. Captain Nelson went on deck to give 
the new course, and left me alone with Bowditcb. I strug- 
gled along for a few minutes, but I might as well have 
been blind for alt the good I got out of the book. I thought 
I might as welt be out in the sunshine, so I put the book 
under my arm, and went on deck. 

Mr. Brown happened upon me as I sat on a coil of 
rope with the open book on my knee. It is not likely that 
I was even trying to read, but I was probably gazing out 
over the ocean, which I could just see at every roll of the 
ship, or up at the sky. He stooped and saw what I was 
at, and he smiled, and asked me how I was getting along. 
When I confessed that I was not getting along at all, he 
offered to help me, and I accepted gratefully. He could 
not help me then, for he was on duty; but later on he 
gave me my first idea of trigonometry. That was the be- 
ginning of my studies with Mr. Brown. He was an excel- 
lent teacher, and I was anxious to team, which makes all 
the difference in the world. 

It was four or five days later that we ran Into the edge 
of the Sargasso Sea. We should have been clear of it by 
good rights, but the edge of the weed had been shifted 
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into irhat ■houM have been clear ocean, possiblr hj tbo 
very atorm that we had come through. I knew, of conrae, 
that it must be the Sargasso Sea. I had read about it io 
my geographj without much interest, and the teacher had 
not seemed much more interested than J, or to know 
mnch more about it. 

The idea that I had formed was of a close-packed mass 
of seaweed, throagh which a ship could no more force her 
way than she could through an enormous haystack. The 
Mai thing Is rery different. I have never been any closer 
to the middle than I whs that day in the Clearchna, and 
■o I do not know, from the evidence of my own senses, 
how closely packed the weed may be; but it is not like 
a stack of hay at all. It consists of separate plants, or 
pieces of a plant, not above a foot across, every plant 
floating by itself. A ship would probably have no great 
trouble in going through what looked like a solid mass of 
floating weed, each separate plant giving to her passage 
with but little more resistance than the water. 

Peter got a bucketful of water, with a plant hearing its 
strange freight of life: crabs, sea-horses, pipe-fish, shrimp, 
and slugs. 

" Aye, Timmie," he said as he dropped the bncket over 
the side, " it 's sargasso, and that means seaweed in some 
outlandish lingo. Why they can't say seaweed when they 
mean seaweed is beyond me. I 've seen it many a time." 

That bucket of water led to a fresh dislike of Mr. Wal- 
let. I had made a hasty examination of it while all hands 
gathered around me. As soon as I could I grabbed up the 
bucket and ran aft with it, the water slopping over my 
legs as I ran. I wanted to study those strange beings at 
my leisure. 

Suddenly remembering duties which, as was quite 
(matomary with me, I had forgotten in my interest in 
other things, I left my precious backet at the head of the 
cabin steps, and dashed down to attend to them before 
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anybody found ont. The cabin stairs vere very steep and 
narrow, and I ran plump into Mr. Wallet — actually col- 
lided wltb him, and bounced off, eliciting a gruot and a 
curse. I picked myself up, and be paid no more attention 
to me, bat vent on up; and I heard him stumble at the 
top, and curse again, violently. I chuckled, and thought 
no more about it; but Then I went for my bucket again, I 
could not find it. Mr. Wallet, coming op, had stumbled 
oyer it, and had been angry, and forthwith bad emptied 
it over the side. I would have done bim an injury it I 
could, and I hoped he might run foul of a fighting bull 
whale. That was the worst thing I could think of. 

I was go provoked with Mr. Wallet about the loss of 
that bucket of water that I pretended not to bear him 
when he spoke to me as I ran to the forecastle to find 
Peter. He was most probably only going to give me a 
reprimand — which I deserved — for leaving the backet 
where I did, and when I seemed not to hear him, be did 
not follow me up. As I ran forward I looked over the 
expanse of water which glittered in the sun under the 
brisk Boatherly breeie, but I saw no patches of weed. As 
it turned out I did not get another bucket of weed with 
its strange freight of life, for we had run clear of it. 
Never in my life have I been able to get another bead of 
sargasso-weed. That was another grudge I bore Mr. Wal- 
let, and still bear bim. His feelings toward me were none 
too friendly. 

I plunged below to find Peter Bottom and pour out my 
grievances. I found him busy, but he stopped his work — 
I did not even glance at ft — and covered it with his hand, 
and listened until I had emptied my heart. When at last I 
had come to a hesitating stop he looked up with a twinkle 
In his eyes. 

" Now you 've got It all ont, Timmie," he said, " you 
feel better, I '11 warrant." 

I did feel better, and not so angry as I bad been. But 
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dat tneaaa nothing. I have always been like that, vith a 
hot heart that cools rapidly, leaving hardly enough re- . 
■entment for self-respect. I knew ft even then for a fault. 
I hold that anything that is worth such hot anger as I felt 
demands the keeping of a cold resentment long enough to 
do some good. A man of any stability would do that, or 
he would not get so angry. Captain Nelson was a man of 
stability, and I was already beginning to think Mr. Brown 
even more so. Mr. Baker was an ignorant man, except in 
one line, and he was hot-tempered and hard ; Mr. Tilton 
was even more ignorant, although even-tempered enough, 
qnick in decision in matters which he knew about, and 
vigorous In action; but both Mr. Baker and Mr. Tilton 
were men of stability. Mr. Snow was regarded as a little 
busybody; but nowhere was there a good word for Mr. 
Wallet. His Ignorance was stupendous, his talent for fail- 
ore was great, no dependence could be placed on him in 
any kind of a pinch, and he had not the courage of a 
sheep. It was more or less of a mystery how be got his 
second mate's berth, and a still greater mystery how he 
held it. 

" That second mate 's not worth getting mad at," Peter 
said, " and he '11 get his deserts sooner or later. They 
'most always do. Now look. I told yoa I had something 
to show you, and here it is." 

With that he lifted his hand from the small thing It 
covered, which was of ivory, one of the larger teeth of 
our only whale. This thing of Peter's was already plainly 
a model of the hull of the Clearchus, although there had 
not been time to do more than roughly shape it. Even 
with the largest tooth used for it, the model was on a 
very small scale, only about five and a half inches long. 

I forgot entirely my grievance against the second mate, 
and could only look at it longingly, as a dog eyes a bone, 
licking my chops. 

Peter laughed to see me. " Do you know what it is to 
be, then ? " 
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" Anybody would know thst. It will be beatitlful, Peter. 
Do — do yoa suppose I '11 ever be able to do anything 
like that ? " 

" You 're able to do Homething like that now. It 's noth- 
ing now, but you wait till I have it f&rther along. I have 
to shape it a bit more to make it a true copy — and it 's 
going to be a true copy, Timmie — and then I '11 cut the 
deck down to show the rail. Every pUnk, chain plate, and 
bolt that shows on the outside of the ship is going to show 
on this model. Then I have to build the deckhouses out of 
plates of ivory scraped thin, and build the try-works, and 
step ivory masts, and rig her with ivory spars and ivory 
sails scraped thin as paper. And there '■ to be ivory 
blocks, and the rigging 's to be silk thread. It '11 be quite 
proper, and scraped and polished till it shines. I have it 
in my mind, and it grows as I get on. Aye, it '11 be quite 
proper." 

It was quite proper. As I raise my eyes to the mantel, 
there sits the dainty model now. Much of the rigging of 
silk thread is rotten and brittle, and breaks at a touch; 
but the rest of Peter's handiwork is of more enduring 
stuff, although yellow with age. It makes me positively 
homesick to see the very decks that I trod, the wheel un- 
der its roof and the rail at the stem upon which I had 
leaned so many times, looking over the sluggish wake, the 
gangway with the catUng-stage in place, the great blocks 
of the cutting-tackles, the try-works with the bench 
against its after side; every detail of tbe ship and its fit- 
tings reproduced, even to the boats lashed to their stiff 
davits, the cranes swung out for them to rest upon, and 
little harpoons and lances and spades In place. The paper- 
thin, translucent ivory sails still hang from their ivory 
yards and belly with the breese. It makes me homesick, 
I say, and mokes thst time — it was a happy time, on the 
whole — it makes that time even more real than does my 
journal, which lies before me. At the time when I first 
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saw th&t model, hoireyer, rough as it then was, I could 
only gape and smile, and I said nothing coherent, I think. 

The teeth that were nsed for scrimshawing — and for 
tnanj other ptirpoacB, for on some of the islands of the 
SouUi Seas wh^es' teeth bad a high valne — the teeth 
were salvaged by the crew after the cutting-in and trying- 
ont were over, I have described the cutting off of the 
lower jaw, and getting it on deck, where it was put at one 
aide, out of the way, nntil the more serious business of 
trying-out the oil and getting it below decks was over. 
One jaw is much like another; that is, unless it happens 
to be deformed, and deformed jaws are more frequently 
seen than one would believe. We got two, and one of them 
was BO badly deformed that the tip of the jaw was curled 
tightly around twice, making a tight spiral. It has always 
been a mystery to me bow a whale could get a living with 
a jaw like that, but they seem to have no difficulty in do- 
ing so. Both of onr whales with freak jaws were in ex- 
cellent condition. Deformation of the jaws is supposed to 
be due to the whales' fighting among themselves. I know 
of no first-hand information on that point, but the bull 
whales certainly figbt viciously on occasion. A deformed 
jaw, however, is usually cleaned and kept for museum 
purposes. 

Extracting the teeth Is generally an occasion for hilar- 
ity among the crew. You will see the hinge of the great 
jaw at the yardarm, and a giggling, shouting mob, armed 
with spades and saws, about its lower end, which Is on 
the deck, A whip tackle Is also on the yard, its lower 
end brought down to the deck. Then they fall to with 
their spades, cutting the flesh away from the lower port 
of the tooth and loosening It, and completing the ex- 
traction by main strength, very much after the fashion 
of a dentist, but by means of the falls instead of for- 
ceps. Often the loop slips off of the tooth suddenly, 
letting down the men who are swaying away on the fallsj 
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sDd Btaiting shouts of laughter. Or the vbole atrip of 
teeth may come together, held together by the gnms. 
When the teeth have all beea drawn the jav is sawed 
into slabs for convenient use, for the jawbone is very 
hard and close-grained. 

I was to have a share of the teeth obtained in this way. 
Peter must have known what I wanted, for he produced 
tf slab sawed from a tooth, and started me at once on an 
ivory spoon, on which I was busy for several days, in 
my spare time, and in much time that was not spare. 
Your whaleman gets so interested In his scrimshawing 
very often, that he neglects his duties. I was no exception. 
The spoon was intended for my mother. When that was 
done, I began an elaborate pie-marker, a jagging- wheel, 
also intended for my mother, and changed the destination 
of the spoon to my father. The pie-marker consisted of a 
wheel, the edge of which was to be cnt in very intricate 
convolutions, turning in an ivory handle. I planned this 
handle in the figure of a sperm whale holding the wheel 
between his jaws, and I meant to carve him within an inch 
of his life. Peter did not discourage me, probably thinking 
that my plan was ss good as another for giving me prac- 
tice. I did carve him within an inch of bis life, or within 
rather less than that; but I was not satisfied with the re- 
sult, and tried to improve it, " improving " it several times, 
and at last producing a very lean and skinny whale. I did 
not dare to make further improvements, although the whale 
seemed very much out of health. The carving of the wheel, 
too, left something to be desired, and the convolutions 
were less Intricate than I hoped for. Peter comforted me 
somewhat with the observation that It would be easier to 
clean, and that if I had made it as I had planned, it would 
have cut out a great many little pieces of dough, which 
would infallibly have got stuck in it, and which my mother 
would have had to pick out with a sharp knife or a wire 
— or perhaps a hairpin. That was Peter's little joke. 
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not mine. M7 mother mnxt hare liked her pie-marker, 
erode oa it was, for she used it as long as she lived, and 
kept it hanging from a hook in the edge of the kitchen 
ahelf, within reach of her hand. She never bad to nse a 
hair-pin on it 

We had unbroken good weather, with variable winds, 
mostly sontberly or easterly daring the first part of the 
passage, and westerly and northerly daring the lost part, 
but always of good strength. One morning, I remember, 
there was a great school of porpoises playing about the 
•hip. They seemed even more antic than nsnal, leaping 
and diving and playing tag, and otherwise showing their 
contempt for s Tessel which could not go any faster than 
the Clearchns 

Their cavortinga were too much for A«iel Wright, 
George Hall, and Miller, three of the boatsteeters. They 
easily got permission, and Hall was first with a porpoise- 
Iron, and was getting out on the jibboom. Miller got down 
into the forechains, Wright staying on deck. Hall and 
Miller got their porpoises, and then more, nntil there 
were half a dozen thumping the deck. The whole crew 
bad gathered, and the men laid hold of the line when a 
porpoise was struck, and hauled him on deck by main 
strength. 

Then they killed them. It seemed to me a horrid job, 
but I watched it, as boys will watch horrid jobs; in the 
same spirit which used to prompt me to go occasionally 
to John Green's slaughter-house, and see steers felled 
with a sledge, and have their throats ripped up with a 
sharp knife as you would rip up an old boot leg. They 
used to kill sheep there in what seemed to me a particu- 
larly brutal manner, and I have seen the men step up 
nonchalantly to a calf hong by its bound hind legs, seize 
It by the nose, and cut its head oS, without a sound of re- 
monstrance from the calf. These methods were quite usual 
at the time. Boys are qneer little savages. 
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We had porpolse-rteak for two or three dajB after that, 
and then hash. Porpoise-steak tastes pretty good to a man 
vho has been nearly two months without fresh meat. A 
porpoise is really a small whale, and is roughly aboat the 
sise of a swordfish. There most be comparatively few 
people who have not seen porpoises. The meat is mnch 
like whale-meat, but more tender and better flavored. 

A fine oil is extracted from the porpoise, the best com- 
ing from the jaw. The porpoise jaw-oil is nsed for chrt^ 
nometers and watches. Mr. Baker thonght we might as 
well get everything the porpoises had to give, and he had 
the blubber tried oat, and the jaw-oil. There was a small 
quantity of jaw-ollj to which we added later. 



CHAPTER XIII 

In IS7S tbe ■perm whale had almost diaappeued from 
the Atlantic Ocean, and old whalemen thought that he 
was doomed to practical extinction. For twenty years or 
Diore sperm-whaling voyages had been lengthened to an 
average of nearly foor years, and it had been necessary 
to bunt him over all the tropic and temperate seas of the 
world. I had reason to believe that Captain Nelson had 
not really expected to find any whales on the Hatteras 
gronnds, and I know that he expected to find none on the 
Western grounds. Besides, it was late in the season by 
the time we reached the Western grounds, and it was 
likely that the whales wotdd have disappeared, if they 
had been there at all. The mastheads were kept manned, 
however, as they were pretty generally. 

We were rolling along easily in a light westerly breeee 
when Alexander, a Kanaka from Mr. Tilton's boat, 
somided his falsetto cry from the foremasthead. It was 
early in the forenoon, and I was busy below; but I heard 
the quick patter of feet on deck, and I knew what It 
meant. So I dropped everything jnst where I stood, and 
ran up. I happened to see the spout at once, a beautiful, 
light, feathery thing in the bright sunlight, more like the 
drooping ostrich plume than ever. There was but tbe one 
spont, repeated lasily at intervals, although the others of 
the pod, if there were others, might have sounded, and be 
feeding. The volume of the spout and the force with 
which it was expelled, as well as the interval between 
■pouts, indicated a fnll-grown bntl. 

The whale had been sighted off the port bow, and was 
now nearly abeam of us, going slowly to the westward, 
and making a course which took him nearer to the ship as 
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he vent on. Mr. Brown was already away, with the light 
westerly breese abeam, to head him off. Mr. Wallet, as 
luual, was some minutes longer in getting his sail up, and 
in getting under way. He headed still more to the west- 
ward. We began to wear ship, and to change our coarse 
to follow them. 

The boats went on, getting nearer the course of the 
whale, which continued to swim with great deliberation. 
He seemed to be bent upon getting nowhere in particu- 
lar, and likely to achieve bis purpose. By the time the 
•hip had got on her new course Mr, Brown had already 
taken in bis sail and got bis mast down, and the men were 
paddling until the whale should discover them. Mr. Wal- 
let should have done the same thing. He was near enough; 
but be delayed, aa he did invariably, a little too long. 
Just after he had given the order, and while his men were 
busy with the mast, — they had made a little more noise 
than necessary, perhaps,' — the whale saw them, no 
doubt imperfectly. He hesitated for an instant, then 
raised his flukes and lobtailed, the blow on the water 
making a noise which sounded, to us on the ship, like the 
report of a big gun, and raised a cataract of spray and 
green water. This drenched the men in Mr. Brown's boat, 
who had paddled up on him from behind and were trying 
to get into position to sink their irons just behind the 
side fin. Wright was standing in the bow, a harpoon ia his 
hands, and the boat was just even with the flukes. I saw 
the men suddenly give way hard — they had no time to 
Ichange to their oars; then the whale started for Mr. Wal- 
let's boat, and Wright let go both his Irons, getting both 
fast, but well back toward the small instead of near the 
side fln, where he had hoped to place them. 

The sting of the irons only served to make him the 
more furious and hent upon destruction, and he rushed 
full-tilt upon Mr, Wallet. Mr. Brown dropped back, the 
men pot aside their paddles, and I saw two or three tarns 
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token about the loggerhead. Then Wright came aft, and 
Mr. Brown took hia place in the bow, with a lance in hia 
hand. A thin wreath of blue amoke roae from the loggeir- 
head, although they were throwing water upon the line. 
Wright took another turn, and the boat plunged wildlf 
through the aea after the whale. 

The whale seemed to be annoyed by the drag of the 
boat all on one aide of him. I thought I aaw him gnaah 
his jaws, although they were kicking np snch a fuss that 
I conld not be sure. The ship wag less than half a mile 
away, and the ship and the whale were slowly working 
nearer each other. It must have been the drag of the boat 
which canaed the whale to mias Mr. Wallet's boat, which 
he did by a very narrow margin, coming up for the attack 
about an oar'a length from the starboard side, and abeam. 
That seemed to put him beside himself with fury, and he 
tamed at once upon Mr. Brown, shaking hia head and 
gnashing hia jaws. Aa he turned, George HoU saw hia 
chance and planted his irons deep in his other side. I( 
Mr. Wallet had been of the quality of Hall or of some 
others of his men, be would have done uniformly better. 

Hall's irons served to confuse the whale a little, al- 
though not to shake his purpose of destroying Mr. Brown's 
boat. He hesitated for an instant, but immediately went 
on, and disappeared a short distance from the boot. He 
had not sounded, however, which could he told from the 
way Mr. Wallet's line was going out. Hall had changed 
places with Mr. Wallet, and had three or four turns around 
the loggerhead, although not enough to check the line en- 
tirely. I saw the men in Mr. Brown's boat back water ai 
bard as they could, and the neit instant the whale's huge 
head shot out of the water just ahead of the boat, the 
jaws gnashing. The lower jaw seemed to he crumpled up 
at the tip. He just missed the boat completely, but got the 
whale line between his jaws, and chewed it, getting a tooth 
throogh it, as I found out later, and fraying the line badlf . 
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He came up ont of the water so far that bis dde fin 
■bowed, and the ends of Hall's harpoons, and Mr. Brown 
seized that moment to lance him. He got in two thrusts 
with the lance, tmd when he withdrew it, its shank was 
bent almost at right angles. He did not stop to straighten 
it, but seised another, which, however, he had no chanco 
to nse. 

As the whale went on, Mr. Brown's line slipped off his 
tooth. The teeth of the sperm whale are roughly conical 
in shape, and curved slightly backward, with a consider' 
able space between them; and there are no teeth in the 
apper jaw. This will account for the fact that the line 
was not bitten in two at once. The lines were crossed, too, 
for Wright's harpoons were in the left aide of the whale, 
while the boat from which they had com^ was now on his 
right side; and Mr. Wallet's boat had been on his right 
side when Hall planted his irons, but was now behind 
him and well to his left. Both lines had slipped orer his 
back. Mr. Brown's men had been unable to take in the 
alack of their line as fast as the whale hnd come, and by 
some mischance the whale bad got a tnm around bis jaw. 
By a further mischance, the whale tnmed again in the 
same direction, twisting the lines over his hack, and 
going over Mr. Wallet's line this time. He was pretty 
well tangled in the lines, and Mr. Wallet's wss wrapped 
about his body once. Mr. Brawn's men were heaving in 
on their line aa fast as they could, and when, in the 
whale's frantic career, it suddenly came taut, it gripped 
bis jaw like an Indian halter. This seemed to throw him 
into a frensy. He stopped, lobtailed several times, aa 
rapidly as such a huge mechanism can, lashing the water 
into foam, and caught sight of the ship, not a quarter of a 
mile away. Before either of the boats could haul up on 
bim, he had started for her at full speed. Mr. Brown's 
line parted at the frayed spot; and before the whale had 
gone very far, Mr. Wallet reached down to the hatchet at 
his knees, raised It above his head, and cut 
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What impelled Mr, Wallet to cnt I do not know. Very 
probably he was simply afraid — panic-atmck ; although 
catting looae from a fighting vhale, vicions and fren- 
xied, and bent npon the destruction of the boats, ia per- 
haps not oncommon. But this whale, although vicious 
and frencied, had done no harm to the boats, so far, and 
cutting did not seem justified. It seemed even less justi- 
fied to the officers and men than it did to me. As Peter 
told me, in confidence, he thought there must be some- 
thing wrong with that whale's sight or sense of direction, 
for he had missed his aim every time; missed by a little, 
but he hod missed. It was not necessary for him to say 
what he thought of our second mate for cutting. I knew 
well enough. 

The whale's very obvious intention was to ram us, and 
we knew what the consequences might be. The wheel was 
thrown hard over, and two of the officers ran below. I 
have said that the old Clearchus was slow in minding 
her helm, but she never seemed so slow as she did on that 
occasion, Mr. Tilton and Mr. Baker had taken the two 
bomb guns, which the men had brought up from below, 
before the ship had changed her course five degrees. She 
went a little faster after that, but her conrse was not 
changed many degrees when the whale was upon na. The 
two bomb lances were fired ever the quarter when be 
was less than half a dozen fathoms away. They must have 
made a tremendous commotion in the interior of the whale, 
for I could see him shiver, but he did not stop swimming 
immediately, although there was no power in bis move- 
ments. He came on, and struck the ship a glancing blow 
on the quarter which shook her from keel to trucks, and I 
thought the foretopgallantmast would come down. The 
Admiral, up there in the hoops, was shaken about like a 
pea in a box. 

After the blow, the whale stopped awimmlng, and 
rested quietly jost astern of the ship — except for hia 
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•hlrering. It m» then that Peter remarkid to me on bis 
defective sight, and observed further that if he had bad a 
grain of sense, he would have taken the chflnce of Mr. 
Wallet's cutting to get clean away, which he might have 
done perfectly welL Then Mr. Baker, tbiaking to put a 
quick end to him, I suppose, fired another bomb lance 
into him. This bad just the opposite effect. The whale 
stirred — ■ no doubt he wonld have roared If that were 
customary with whales — and tamed, and made for the 
boats. 

He missed again, but passed between them with open 
jaws, so close to Mr. Wallet's boat that he gathered in 
and crushed to splinters both oara on the port aide, and 
almost swamped the boat with the wave he made. Mr. 
Brown was a little astern of Mr. Wallet, and as the whale 
passed him, he gave a deep thrust with the lance. He had 
no time to withdraw it, although he tried to, and bent the 
■hank of the lance in his attempt. 

That was not the end of misfortune. The frayed end 
of line from Mr. Brown's boat was not completely hauled 
In, and there were some fathoms still hanging down 
from the bow. The whale caught this frayed end between 
his jaws as he passed, and worried it as a terrier does a 
string. The effect was the same as if it had still been fast 
to the iron in his body. The line tautened instantly, and 
whirled the bow around, and then, as no attention was 
being given to the loggerhead end of a frayed line with a 
few fathoms over the bow, it began to snake out of its tub. 
I do rot know how it happened — nobody knew — but 
Wright somehow got a kink in the line around his leg, and 
was snaked the length of the boat, kicking three men in the 
bead on his meteoric cqurae and out at the bow. Mr. Brown 
and Wright had been in the habit of doing without the 
kicking-strap. I have explained the kicking-strap. It is 
a piece of heavy line which extends loosely along the 
top of the clumsy cleat, and has its ends knotted under. 
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The vtiale line puiea nnder it on ita vay to the groore 
In the stem. There was nothing, therefore, to stop Wright 
except the frail peg in the stem, and breaking the peg was 
nothing to him. He disappeared overboard. 

Everybody in the boat had given him np when, ind- 
denly, Uie line went alack, and Wright shot to tbe aurface. 
He had somehow managed to whip out his knife and cot 
the line. They got him aboard the boat at once. It was 
very nearly the end of poor Wright He was in great pain 
and almost done, his hip dislocated, altboogh no .bones 
were broken. 

That was abont the end of the whale. He went on for a 
little way, enveloped by tbe twisting lines. Then he 
stopped, shivered once more, and went into his flurry, 
•pouting thick, black blood. That flurry, as I think of it 
now, conld not have been pleasant to see, but I do not re- 
member that it aroused any disgust in me at the time. 
It was not far from the ship, and I can only recollect a 
consuming curiosity, on my part, to see him die, and 
how he did it. It could not have differed very much, ex- 
cept in the sise of the beast, from tbe scenes at John 
Green's slaughter-house. 

When the whale was alongside, and the cutting-in was 
nnder way, we found that one eye was sightless and al- 
most gone. This may hare been due to fighting, as the 
twisted jaw was supposed to be due to that cause. I ex- 
amined the jaw carefully when it was on deck, as did 
most of the crew. The tip of the jaw was bent sidewise, 
about two feet of it. It was a mystery to me, and ever 
since has remained a mystery, how the jawbone of a full- 
grown whale could be so bent. I could understand how it 
might be broken, but to be bent as this was, or to be curled 
around in a spiral, as was the case in our later specimen. 
It seemed to me that it would have had to be done while 
the whale was young, and the bone soft and cartilaginous. 
I could not imagine whales of that tender age fighting 
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fiercely enough to bend a jaw or put out an eye, and I 
should be convinced — as to the bending of the jaw^ 
only by actually seeing the jaw of a whale bent in a fight 
with another whale. It might be sufficient if I heard of 
such an occurrence from a man in whose powers of obser- 
vation and in whose veracity I had absolute confidence; 
but who would believe the yam of the average whale- 
man? Whalemen are notoriously inaccurate observers. 

This whale was an old one, rather old for a whale, al- 
though by so means decrepit. What that means in yean 
of life I do not know. The natural life of a whale, bar- 
ring accidents, would be expected to be of the same order 
as the life of an elephant, which is popularly believed to 
live to a great age, from one hundred to three hundred 
years. I should think that a whale three hundred years 
old would yield little oil; and tliis whale of ours made 
nearly sixty barrels. 

Poor Wright! We had no surgeon, of coarse, better 
than the captain and Mr. Wallet. Wallet was a whale- 
surgeon. Wright was in great pain for over a week, until 
we got into Fayal, and his thigh swelled to great sise. I 
used to hear him groaning at night in a subdued fashion. 
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Wi algfated no more whalea, and made for the Asores as 
fast as the old Clearchus would go, which was not at a 
dissTing speed, Wright was in such distress that the old 
man was anxious to get him ashore as soon as possible. 
He intended to call at Fayal, anyway. In addition to 
Wright's necessities, there was some slight refitting to be 
attended to, be wanted another spare whaleboat, some 
oars, provisions, and other small matters. He expected 
to meet the tender there, too. The tender of the whaling 
fleet was a schooner, not what would be called fast, but 
faster than any whaler. She would take home the little 
oil we had, would have letters written since we left, and 
would take whatever letters we had to send, t wrote up 
my journal fully, and wrote letters to my father and 
my mother. I did not seal these, but left them to be added 
to at the last minute. 

That whale led indirectly to an adventure of my own, 
I have spolcen of the practical joke which a green hand 
tried to play on Black Tony, " The Prince," as we all 
called htm. The green hand was Lupo, a Portuguese who 
pulled midship oar in Mr. Brown's boat, in which the 
Prince had the bow oar. I do not know the real cause of 
the attempt, and it is not important, but probably jeal- 
ousy was at the bottom of it. There was real malice in it, 
although Lupo meant that it should pass for a joke. It 
happened just at twilight. I did not see the whole of it, 
only the Prince standing on the rail, the sharp spade in 
his hand instincdvely raised to strike, his head up, the 
most utter contempt in his gase, as he looked down at 
Lupo from nnder half-closed eyelids. He reminded me of 
a tiger, and very probably he reminded Lupo of one, too, 
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Lnpo wu psralyied with fear. The Prince smiled alowl; 
and contemptuonsl^, and glowly lowered tbe apade, but 
said notliing, and Lnpo inored. He passed near me — I 
was ia the shadow of the foremast — muttering curse* 
and threats as he went. 

After that I was on the watch for them both, and 
about an hoar later I saw them. The Prince seemed to 
have forgotten Lnpo's existence, bat I had not, and I kept 
in the shadow and watched him closely, as he edged nearer 
and nearer to the place where the Prince was working. We 
were trying^at, and everybody was busy. Lnpo himself 
was supposed to be busy. He kept one hand back by his 
hip — on a knife, as it turned out — and in the other 
hand he carried either a mincing-knife or a boarding- 
knife. The light was too poor and uncertain for me to be 
sure which it was, but either was a formidable weapon. 
I remember just the feeling I had at the roots of my hair, 
and the prickling all over my body, and the way I smiled, 
for I found myself about to leap on him, I did not make 
up my mind to do it, I simply found that I was going to 
do it, and I was filled with an exaltation of joy at the 
knowledge. Call it what you will and explain it how yon 
may, it was pure joy of a kind that I have known many 
times since, hut never equal to that first time. 

Well — I leaped just as he was raising his weapon, 
whatever it was, and as I leaped I gave a little nervous 
laugh of excitement. He had not seen me, and he was 
startled, and dropped his weapon, which clattered on the 
deck. I seised him about the body, pinning his elbows to 
his sides ; but he was larger and stronger than I was, and 
partially freed them. I felt a warm sting in my hip, and 
knew that he had used his knife. Then I got thoroughly 
mad. When I was in that condition I felt nothing, blows, 
knife thrusts, or anything else. It is a curious phenome- 
non, and I suppose not peculiar to myself, that in such a 
situation, when my rage is once completely aroused — it 
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aewet took much to roaae It — I seemed to lose all aense of 
pain, aU feeling. It wu always so with me, ereo as a very 
small boy. I attacked Lnpo in a fory with hands and feet 
and teeth. What he did to me I did not know. 

The fight did not last long. Suddenly he went down; 
inexplicably to me nntU my vision cleared, and I saw Lupo 
lying at fidl length on the deck, and the Prince stooping 
over him, holding a mincing-knife at bis throat like the 
knife of a gnillotine. I fully expected to see him beheaded 
on the instant. I wanted to see his head roll away, and 
blood spurting from his neck. 

" Yon move, " whispered the Prince, " and — ** 

Lnpo heard the whisper, and he did not move, for the 
edge of the knife was in contact with his throat Then 
others came, and the Prince rose to his feet, laid down his 
mtncing-knife quietly, and came and stood by me, while 
Lnpo was led away. 

" Yon hurt, Tira? " asked the Prince. " He knife yon? " 

I laughed a little nervously. The sense of feeling had 
not come back completely. 

" I guess so," I answered, " but I don't feel it." 

"Le's see," he said. He took up a lantern and looked 
me over. Lupo's knife had found only certain soft portions 
of my anatomy, and those far from any vital part. 

The Prince laughed. " I see. All right. No harm, but 
yon not sit-down mncb for a while. Better go to the old 
man and get fixed up, though. Good boy, Tim! Great boy! 
You make good fight. Tony won't forget He won't forget," 

All this time he was patting my shoulder. Then, as I did 
not move, he led me aft, keeping his band on my shoulder. 

" Now go below," he said, giving me a gentle push 
toward the cabin stairs. 

I found Captain Nelson there, sitting at the cabin 
table. The row on deck had been noiseless, and he had 
not been disturbed. He fixed me up with some simpls 
remedy. 
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" It ll bleed a <ew minutes," he said. " Let it. Nov 
teU me the whole atory. Been in a fight, hare joni " 

I told him the whole story, and he made no comment 
whatever, although I wai expecting something, whether 
praise or blame I did not know. I never felt sure how he 
would take any of my exploits. But he said nothing, and 
I bade him good-night, and went to turn in. I did not go 
to sleep immediately. My wounds gave me no pain what- 
ever, but I was still in a conditioa of excitement. 

In the morning, however, I was so sore and lame that I 
dressed with difficulty. We were under way again, and 
Wright was no worse, although be certainly was no better. 
He told me that they had Lupo in irons, and that th^ 
would hand him over to the consul in Fayal, who would 
want my story again. This piece of information elated 
me, while filling me with apprehension and nervousness. 
I must be sure that I had my story straight, and I wrote 
it out at once, while it was all fresh in my mind. 

Later in that day I was studying trigonometry, and 
found myself beyond my depth, when Mr. Brown came 
along. I was immersed in mathematics, and thinking of 
nothing but spfaerieal angles. He stood for a few miDutea« 
watching me, and half smiling to himself, 

" Tim," he said at last 

I looked up, startled at his abruptness, 

"Yes, sir?" 

" I guess that yon had no intention of getting In that 
fight, but suddenly found yonrself in it. Isn't that soP" 

" Well — yes, sir." I did not like to tell him of my j oy 
In it, or of my blind fury, but he must have guessed that 
too. 

" I 'm afraid yon like to fight." 

" WeU— I did n't know that I liked it, sir." 

"It 's right that yon should hke it, in a good cause, btil 
70a '11 have to he on your guard. I like it — or I used t« 
— and it let me in for these, " 
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Vnib that he opened his shirt, sod showed me three 
old acan almoit over his heart. I gaped at them. 

"Just escaped with my life," he added, smiling again. 
" My ribs stopped it And I have other scars. And the 
unse was n't good. I show yon these only to let yon know 
that I know what I am talking about Be on your gnard, 
boy." 

I was still gaping up at him. " Where? " I asked. 

"Batavia," he answered shortly, "years ago. I had 
got down pretty far. I don't want yoo to. Now let 's seo 
what bothers yoo." 

So we took np that qnestlon of angles. I had forgotten 
It 

When we had finished onr session, I went on deck. It 
was nearly five o'clock, or two bells. The breeae had 
lightened, and the old ship lumbered along lazily, pitch- 
b^ slowly in the swells, and now and then throwing 
sheets of spray from ber forefoot when a sea chanced 
to break with it I conld not see it, but I could hear it I 
stood behind the steersman, and I forgot Batavia and Mr. 
Brown as I looked ont astern over onr alowly seething 
wake in a golden ocean, with crimson lights, and with 
shadows of dark green and blue in the seas which chased 
ns. The crew were finishing the cleaning up of the ship 
with ashes from the try-works, and their noise sounded 
faintly behind me. I lost myself once more. 

There was no land in sight, and no vessel, nothing 
but that gently heaving, golden ocean ; but I imagined that 
the Elisabeth Islands were concealed behind base on 
the horison, and that I was bound home across the Bay. 
I wondered how my father would seem, and what he was 
doing at that moment; and I saw in imagination my 
mother's face as she caught sight of me. I knew what 
■he would be doing at that moment. She would be cook- 
ing supper — perhaps it was half an hour too early to be 
cooking supper, hut soon she would be cooking supper; 
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or frTing donghnnts, although she was more apt to do that 
fn the morniDg; or making soda biscuit. I could just see 
the great pan of them, and mother stooping before the 
open oTcn door. We had a plenty of good, homely food, and 
mother's soda biscuits were — well, they were mother's 
soda biacuita. There was nothing like them. 

We got into Fayal in about a week. Wright was taken 
ashore the first thing, and pnt into the hands of a surgeon. 
We left him there. His hip was pretty bad, and he was 
really sick besides. He had consumption, although he 
would not acknowledge it. He went back to Mew Bedford 
on the tender, which left after we did, and I am afraid we 
all forgot him quickly. 

Lupo was delivered to our consul, and was also sent back 
on the tender, according to the best recollection I have of 
the matter to be tried in New Bedford — or in the Federal 
Court in that district. I had to sign and swear to a depo- 
sition, which was merely a copy of my journal of the fight. 
When that dn^ was over I felt much better, for it had 
weighed on my mind for some days, although it turned 
out to be nothing but a formality, and the consul was very 
kind and friendly, as Was everybody concerned except 
Lupo. J do not know what became pf him. 

The tender was waiting for us. I finished up my journal, 
SO far, and my letters. The letters were not long, for all 
my narrative was contained in my journal. There was a 
long letter from my mother, filled with the news of 
home since I hod left, and with the kind of thing that 
mothers' letters are always filled with. Boys treat them 
carelessly sometimes, and affect not to value them, but 
they always do value them, I think. My father had writ- 
ten a postscript to my mother's letter, not long, for my 
father never wrote long letters, and was not given to that 
form of self-expression — to any form of self-expression, 
for that matter, I wore that letter to a rag, carrying it 
about with me, and reading it and re-reading it. It brought 
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hmA mj bomedduiesfl. I nther ebeiisbed my bomesick- 

DCU, I fhiwfc. 

We had about a bondred barrels of oil to aend home, 
and to he put aboard the tender, gnpplies and proviBJona 
to get, and a wfaaleboat if ve coold, and two men to recruit 
to take the placet of Wright and Lnpo, and we were likelj 
to atay there four or five days at least. 

Some of ns were given liberty ashore, and Peter, the 
Prince, Black Man'el, and I tmdertocA a toar into the 
interior. I cannot now remember much about that trip. 
I know that we wandered abont the town for a half a day, 
and saw a little white and ancient-looking chapel, which 
we were told that Colambus had visited on his reiQm from 
discorering America; and that we traveled on foot into 
the coantry, Fayal is less monntainoos than most of the 
other islands, bnt the roads were not good. On the high 
ground back from the town we passed farms, and many 
amall, round, terraced areas, not much bigger than a bam 
floor, with low walls of small boulders. They were floored 
with a very hard sort of clay. I believe these areas were 
used OS threshing-floors. I remember best that I was 
pre tt y sore still. 

Onr oil was transferred, Bupplies and provisions ou 
board, the new men shipped, and Captain Nelson im- 
patient to get away; hut several of the liberty men were 
not back, and although their liberty was not up until the 
next day Mr. Tilton was sent ashore with two men to find 
them. Mr. Tilton Icnew the places in Fayal where they 
wotUd he likely to be, and he came back in a little over an 
hour, bringing the men, who were very drunk, and singing 
and shouting, or maudlin or sullen and vicious, according 
to their natures. Asevedo aoused them with cold water, 
and we got under way at once. 

Our course was a little east of south until we stmck 
the northeast trades in latitude S8° N., although there was 
a good easterly wind all the way from Fayal, and the 
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Ctearc^iu did pret^ veil for ber. We did not stop at 

Tenerife, which would have been sereral hundred milea 
out of our way. With the trades on our qnarter we did 
better yet on a course a little west of sooth. This took oa 
to the Cape Verde grounds. 

During all this time from Fayal up to getting on the 
Cape Verde grounds, we hardly started a sheet, and the 
men had a good deal of time to thetaselves. Most of them 
were occupied with scrimshawing. I finished my pie 
marker, but did not begin anything else. A boy on ship- 
board does not have nearly as much spare time as would 
naturally be supposed by people who do not know; none of 
the crew hare, either, although the crew is moch larger 
than necessary for working the ship, and they do not care 
much for appearances, or for doing things smartly or in 
shipshape fashion. A boy has none of the duties of the men, 
except pulling and hanling when the boats are away, but 
he is at the beck and call of all officers. I really do not 
know whether all the t^cers have that right, but that was 
the way it worked oat, and I never questioned it. Then I 
had my studies, at which I was really working. What 
spare time I had I preferred to spend on deck, gaxing at 
the sky and the sea, and what I could see in them, rather 
than working with my eyes in my hat. There was little to 
be seen in the sir, but the sea sometimes seemed alive with 
porpoises, and one day I saw a dolphin swimming just be- 
low the surface of the water alongside the ship. As it 
passed, with no perceptible effort, under tiie seas, with the 
sun shining upon it, it showed beautiful colors, changing 
every instant from one delicate shade of blue or green to 
another, like dissolving views. Then there came another 
and another, and flying fish leaping from the water. Some 
of the flying fish came aboard, or went clear across the 
deck in their flight, and I tried to catch them in my cap 
as they passed. I did catch three. 

In about II* N. latitude we ran into the doldrums. 
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which prevail over bat two or three degrees at this point 
and at this season. We were more than a week in getting 
out of them. It did not rain so much as I had expected, al- 
though the elands hardly broke, and heavy showers were 
likely at almost any time. 

In about latitude 9* N. we ran out of the doldrums and 
into a fresh breese from the southwest, which the captain 
said was the southwest monsoon. I did not then know 
what a monsoon was. It sounded like simoon and typhoMi, 
and I knew that some of them were ferocious and terrible 
things, but I was not at all sure which was the worst It 
was the strange and foreign sound, I have no doubt, that 
scared me. If typhoons had been called simple horricanea 
they would not have seemed nearly so bad. I had studied 
about typhoons and simoons and monsoons, and other 
winds, in my physical geography at school, but they had 
meant nothing to me but names, largely because they were 
nothing but names to my teacher. How could they be any- 
thing more? When we ran into it we found that the mon- 
soon — this one, at any rate — was nothing to be afraid 
of. It is a sort of seasonal trade wind, due to the nearness, 
in this case, of the continent ol Africa. We changed our 
course to southeast, and held it until we ran into the south- 
east trades a few degrees farther south; then changed 
again, running nearly west at first, to accommodate the 
ship to the wind, which at first was nearly south. The wind 
got around more to the eastward as we went on, and whea 
we crossed the line we could lay a southwest course. 

We crossed the equator in about longitude US' W. The 
actual crossing occurred at night, but I think that fact had 
nothing to do with the attitude of the men toward that 
important ereuL They took absolutely no notice of it, 
and I do not believe that more than two or three of them 
thought of it at all. 

In the latitude of Cape St. Roqne and Pemambnco, 
the osual tracks for sailing ships from the United Statea 
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and Europe to Cape Horn and the Cape ot Good Hope 
converge because of the trade winda. The tracks of Tes> 
•els, either sail or steam, from Cape Horn and the eastern 
ports of South America naturally pass through the same 
somewhat narrow area ; but although it seems narrow when 
you see it on a chart, it covers six or seven degrees of long- 
itude, which is about four hundred miles in this latitude. 
The chance of meeting ships here is, therefore, not so 
great as any one might suppose, but we did see five ships 
in four days. We spoke none of them, although we did try 
to speak one, a big ship which Captain Nelson thought 
was bound to New York. He wanted to send letters, and 
we all hastily got together what we had to send — there 
was no time to write more than a half dosen wordf — 
and made up a packet. 

The ship did not respond to our signal, however. She 
was nearly a mile away, going like a race-horse, with 
everything she owned on her yards, and the wind just 
abaft the beam. She may not have seen oar signal — she 
may not have looked for it, her master being unwilling to 
go to the very considerable trouble involved in taking a 
packet of letters from an old whaler. At any rate, she did 
not stop or give any sign. She was a beautiful sight as she 
passed to windward under her cloud of canvas, making a 
good sixteen knots, bowing slowly and gracefully, and 
shouldering the seas out of her way, smothered in foam 
to her knightheads. There is nothing so beautiful as a full- 
rigged dipper ship with all her towering spread of sail, 
and with as much wind as she can stagger under. I 
watched ber as long as I could see her, thinking that 
merely sailing In such a ship must be sheer pleasure such 
as we in the Clearchus could not realise. I found that I 
was smiling to myself. I wish that the day of the sailing 
ship might come again. It really seems as if it might. 
There Is a wide field for the large, fast sailing ship. 
There is none for the small, slow ship. After all, it is a 
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qnestJon of coats: crews and ivagcB agafnst inrestment 
and depreciation and the price of coal or oil. 

We kept on down the coast of Sonth America, bnt well 
ont of sight of land, for ten days. For the first half of the 
time we had the southeast trades, which were very nearly 
east, and nothing happened to break the pleasant monot- 
ony. I read the " Lives of the Navigators," for before long 
we should be off the coast of Patagonia, and I wished 
to prepare for that experience. No information was to 
be despised, and who knows bow much the true Psta- 
.gonians hare changed in three hundred years ? I kept trade 
of Peter's scrimshawing too, although I did none myself, 
and I devoted a good deal of time to my studies. 

Mr. Brown spent a good deal of time in helping me, and 
from casual remarks and allusions that he made from time 
to time I had pieced ont a fragmentary history of his ca- 
reer. I bad a pretty good notion that Brown was not his 
teal name, but I had no evidence of it. His story, as far as 
I had been able to get at It, with some guesses on my part> 
was this. 

He had come of good family, with some money; how 
moch J could not tell, but enough to Bend him to a good 
school and to college. At school he was rather wild and un- 
controllable, and at college he was worse. In the middle 
of his college course came the Civil War, and he left col- 
lege and enlisted. What bis history had been in the war I 
could not guess, for he made but one allusion to being in 
it at all. When the war was over, he went back to college; 
but in bis senior year he got into some drunken scrape, and 
was expelled. His father seemed to have been a hard kind 
of man, or perhaps he had got discouraged and tired of 
pulling him out of scrapes, and he turned him adrift 

Mr. Brown, as I must call him, wandering down upon 
the Boston wharves, rather desperate, shipped in a fisher- 
man. He had always been used to boats. It was a very 
short cmise, and upon his retam he shipped in a mer* 
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chanbttBD for the East On this ravage, u I inferred, he 

had not aboDdoned bu bod habits, and somehow or other 
he found himself cast adrift for the second time, and " on 
the beach " at Batavia. Here he got into some row — a 
fight, which almost ended him — with his ontcast com- 
panions, and barely escaped with his life. That secDied to 
have sobered him. He polled himself together, and re- 
formed; shipped as foremast hand on a whaler which had 
put into Batavia short of men, and hod followed whaling 
for the six years since. Now he was thirty-two or thirty- 
three, quiet and kind and efficient, and he had my nn- 
qualified admiration and affection. If I were a second Con- 
rad I would make a hook of him. 

In about latitude 17' S. the southeast trades left as, 
and the wind came out from the northeast and north, 
which suited us just as well. We continued on our course 
for another fire daya> and then stood in to the westward 
for Bio. 



CHAPTER XV 

We bad good weather to the River Plate. Our northeut- 
eriy wind continued until we were two days ont of Rto, 
then polled around into the southwest, and came stronger. 
There are not many days of calms and variable winds in 
this part of the ocean, and gales at this season are rare. 
We were making a course almost due south, and wera 
several hundred miles from the coast. When we arrived off 
the Plate, earl; in November, we reduced sail, and cruised 
to and fro, keeping a sharp lookout for whales. 

We had seen no birds at all on the Western groundS) 
and but few on our way down; but here I saw my first 
albatross, before we bad got any whales. The breeze was 
light, but there was quite a heavy swell rolling from the 
southwest, and the ship, nnder easy sail, was barely mov- 
ing through the water. I happened to have — or to be 
taking — a brief rest from my duties, as I was very apt 
to do. Probably I had been sent on some errand, and, boy- 
like, I was performing it by standing at the rail near the 
windlass, looking oat over the heaving sea, and dreaming 
my dreams, when I saw, far ahead of us, a white speck 
on the water. The white speck would rise slowly, as the 
great roUers advanced, ontil it was on the top of one of 
them; then, with the passage of the swell, it would fall as 
slowly, until it was hidden in the valley. I had the old 
glass hung about my neck in case we should raise a spout. 
All the officers used to laugh at me for carrying that jan- 
gling load of junk, but I did not care for their laughter, 
and I was glad that I bad it then, for I could not have 
gone after it. 

I looked through the glass, and after searching over a 
Tost expanse of sea and sky — It is no small tridE to hold 
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a glau ateady on a Tcssel that ii heaving u the Cleaichiu 

vu, but I had got the hang of letting my feet more with 
the ship and keeping my body steady — after a long 
search, I say, I found my white Bpeclc, and saw that it was 
some lort of a great white bird, sitting high in the 
water, lilte a gulL It may hare been sleeping, bnt it was 
not when 1 caoght sight of it throagh the glass. Its head 
was up, and it was loolung about alertly, and at last it 
caught sight of the ship. The ship was not near to it, 
bowerer, and it continued to stare right at me for a long 
time, until I grew embarrassed, and put the ^ass down. 
It sounds absurd enough, but you just try looking at a 
distant boat or a dock or a gull, through a glass, and if 
you do not have the same impulse I will eat it — if it ia 
the right Idnd of a dnck. When the glass was down, my em- 
barrassment vanished, and I pat it to my eyes again. The 
bird was still watching me, looking away now and then, 
and getting more nervous; but it waited until I had a 
distinct view of its shape and plumage, its bill, with a 
hook at the end, and its staring eyes, before taking flight 
Then, with a last glance toward the ship, it spread long, 
narrow wings, held them out, seemed to rise on its feet, 
and began a sort of run over the surface of the water. 
When it had ran a hundred feet or more in this way, and 
was going at great speed, it manned to take the air. Al- 
batrosses do not take the air easily, and the men said that 
they are not able to rise from calm water, but depend on 
the lift of the waves. As it rose it seemed enormous, and 
I was reminded of the first great blue herons I ever saw. 
I was on a visit to my grandmother, in Newburyport, and 
as we were going over Chain Bridge we saw four of tha - 
great birds standing in the edge of the marsh. They 
saw us too; and when we stopped to get a better view, 
they rose. I remember they seemed as big as booses, as 
they flew off across the river, trailing their I<mg lq;s. 
That albatross, seen through my glass, seemed as big as 
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• booie. Probably he had a apread of wing half aa \atgs 

again aa that of a great blue heron. 

Aa I stood, with the glass at my eyes, watching tlw 
albatroaa rise and sail away, the surface of the sea for a 
great distance was in the field of the glass. My attention 
was caogbt by a commotion — a sort of heaving of the sur- 
face — on the side of one of the rollers, three or four 
miles away. At almost the same instant a glistening black 
body shot ont, rode high in the water for a moment, and 
then sank without a splash until only two small islands 
were visible. I yelled at the top of my lungs, and as If my 
yell bad been a signal, a vigorous spout arose from the 
whale's spiracle, plumed off to leeward, and the melodious 
cry of the Admiral came down to me. 

The whole was undistorbed, and lay there like a hnge 
log, taking his time about having his spoutings out. He 
was off the lee bow, and we kept on for perhaps ten min- 
Dtes, to get more to windward of him. Then we lowered 
two boats. The boats had not gone far when the whale 
raised his flukes lasily, and went down again; and the 
boats went on to the points which their officers thought ad- 
vantageous for the whale's rising, took down their sails, 
unshipped their masts, and waited. 

They had been loafing there about a quarter of an 
boor when, suddenly, without warning of any kind, the 
body of a whale shot dear of the water, between the boats, 
and fell back with a tremendous splash. This was too 
much for the nerves of one of the green hands, who let 
loose a yell. The whale had no difficulty in hearing that 
yelL We heard it on the ship. The whale, which was 
not the one they had been waiting for, but another, 
lobtailed twice, and made off between the boats, to wind- 
ward, before the crews could get their oars in the water. 
The whale was evidently "gallied," and was swimming 
head ont Although the boats took up the chase at once, 
and we hastily lowered another boat to head him off, if 
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possible, that boat vas too late, and he passed a quarter 
of a mile ahead of the ship. The first two boats, seeing 
that they were rowing a losing race, retnmed to their 
stations, to wait nntll the first whale rose; but the boat wb 
had lowered, which was the fifth mate's boat, oontinned 
the chase for fire miles. It got no nearer In the five milea 
of hard rowing, and then gave it up, and returned. 

Meanwhile the two boats were back again, watching 
the water for a sign of the reappearanee of the first whale. 
The hour was almost np, and I glanced aloft at the Ad- 
miral's station at the foremasthead. The Admiral was 
not there, for he rowed bow oar in Mr. Snow's boat 
• — the fifth mate's — but another man was maalpulating 
the signal flag. I had learned a little of their system of 
■ignalllng, and I saw that ha was telling them that their 
whale had risen far to leeward. I looked and eould Just 
make oat the spout, about a eoaple of mHea to leeward of 
the boats. The whale seemed to be reconnoltering. Hs 
swam slowly in a drde, always keeping his distance 
from the boats and from the ship, and worldng to wind- 
ward. 

" Clean gallled," said a Toice bdiind me. " Damn that 
man! They may aa well come aboard." 

That seemed to be Captain Nelson's opinion, for tho 
boats were soon ealled back. It was a disgusted lot of men 
that came over the side. I bod no difficulty in spotting the 
man who had yelled, and thereby, as they all maintained, 
had lost them a perfectly good whole. It was Kane, in Ur. 
Brown's boat. He looked sheepish and ashamed, and said 
not a word. Kane afterward became one of our best men. 

We were not always to hare that kind of luck. A week 
later we raised whales again. Mr. Baker and Mr. Brown 
lowered at once, and after about half an hour, when more 
whales had come to the surface, Mr. Tllton and Mr, ' 
Wallet Mr. Baker struck almost Immediately. His whale 
was rather a small one which happened to rise just ahead 
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of the bomt, and Mocy got both Irona fast The whftle then 
atarted to ran nnder water, coming to the surface now 
and then to apoat. He ran so hard that it was imposslblo 
to poll np for lancing, and they were unable even to hold 
oil thejr had, and had to give him line. He was beading for 
Monterideo, and passed out of sight with Mr. Baker in the 
bow, holding a useless lance, and swearing volubly, I have 
no doubt; and with Macy holding hard at the steering 
oar, and the boat throwing a small cataract of spray from 
either side. 

Meanwhile a second whale bad risen some distance 
ahead of Mr. Brown. They pulled hard for It, a much 
longer pnll than Mr. Baker's. When Mr. Baker was well on 
his way to the coast of South America, and I turned my 
^ass on Mr. Brown's boat, he had succeeded in getting 
near the unsuspecting whale, approaching from behind. 
The whale had just become aware of it — he had not 
seen it, bat probably he had heard It — and was pre- 
paring to see about baring something done about it. What 
that would bare been I was nerer to find out, for the boat- 
steerer was Just taking In his oar. The boatsteerer was 
Starbnck, an energetic Nantucketer from Mr. Tilton't 
boat, who had been given Wrist's place over the head of 
Black Tony — the Prince — to my disappointment. I 
think most of the men would hare been glad to see the 
Prince get tt. The officers would have been glad, too; bnt 
the Prince was as black as the ace of spades. That fact 
stock in their crops. It always does, whaterer may be 
said; and, although there was no serious objection to a 
h\aA boatsteerer, that would be the end of promotion 
for him, while Starbock was one of themselves, and would 
go as ht^ OS his natural ability would take him. 

Well, Starbnck was Just taking in his oar. They were 
Tery close, and he bad no time to get his breath after his 
hard pull, hut most throw the harpoon at once; and It was 
Us first whale, and be was undoubtedly nerrons. The con- 
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■eqnence vas Uiat he did not nuke a good dart, and ■!- 
tfaoQgh the harpoon struck, it woa not thrown hard enoogfa, 
and onl7 the barb penetrated. Hii aecond Iron miased 
altogether. 

Fortanately the whale did not aeem greatl; diftnrhed, 
but only a little mrprlaed. He appeared to change bia 
mind abont the boat, and swam off at a Idsorely gait. 
Mr. Tilton was nearly cp by thla time, and Mr. Brown, 
fearing that the harpoon wonld poll oat at any moment, 
aignalled him to get fast to the whale. Mr. Tilton did. 
His boatiteerer, Aieredo, a stocky, heavily set Western 
Islander, sank both irons to the haft in the whale's other 
side, jast behind the flipper. Whether the harpoons had 
toached a vital spot I do not know, but the actions of the 
whale were peculiar. In fact, he did not act at all, but 
lay like a vast log on the water, giving both Mr. Brown 
and Mr. Ttlton all the chance in the world to pull up and 
lance him. Thla they did, both, one from each side. The 
whale lay so low in the water that I could see nothing of 
him, bnt It tnmed me rather oiA. to see them both pump- 
ing their lances up and down In him, seeking the life, that 
being the great arterial reservoir I have mentioned. Mr. 
Brown found It, and the whale b^an to spout thick blood. 
It seemed to me a revolting business, mere butchery of a 
great beast that was harmless and passive. Was this the 
career I had chosen? I put the glass down, feeling a lit- 
tle sick at my stomach and rather faint, and leaned 
against the mast and closed my eyes, missing the flurry, 
which they told me afterwards was lively enough to make 
np for the whale's previous inaction. 

By putting down the glass and closing my eyes I missed 
the first part of an Incident which would have given me 
some pleasure. The ship bad got pretty near the boats by 
that time, and I was roused by a ihoot from the Admiral 
and from the crew on deck. Mr. Wallet was slow In get- 
ting into action, as was quite usual with him. Two other 
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wbftlea had come up, and one of tbem, chandng to Hm 
very near Mr. Wallet'i boat JQ*t aa he was taking in ' 
his sail and abont to nnstep his mast, made for the 
boat without an instant's hesitation. It was this that 
had caused the men to shout. There was nothing harmless 
and passive aboot that whale, and I coold have killed 
him without a qualm' — if I had been in the boat and 
had had a chance. The men in the boat evidently saw no 
chance to do anything but get out, for the whale had gono 
onder water a short distance from the boat, and they knew 
what he would do next He did it. He rose at some speed 
directly nnder the boat, and tossed it Into the air as if it 
had been a straw, staving it completely, the men spilling 
out on each side. Two of the men had jumped out befora 
the whale struck them, and were swimming away, and the 
others seemed to be swimming away from the fragments 
of the boat aa fast as they could, but I could not see, at 
the time, whether they all got away or not. It was all 
white water there. The whale was in a furious temper, 
and chewed the wreckage of the boat and the oars to 
splinters, and then thrashed the mass with his flukes. 
He missed the men, probably failing to see them; and, 
having done all the damage he could, he made off slowly, 
pausing in a tmcnlent way aa if he was in doubt whether 
he should attack Mr. Brown and Mr. Tilton. I have hsd 
no doubt, since I have come to know whales better than I 
did then, that fae would have attacked them if he had seen 
them clearly. They were over a quarter of a mile away. 
But yon never can tell what a whale will do. 

Mr. Brown immediately cast loose from the dead whale, 
but he did not, as I expected, go at once to the rescue of 
the men from Mr. Wallet's boat. These men were swim- 
ming about in the water. I could just see their heads. 
They had begun to go back to the wreckage of the boat 
and pick up pieces of oars and fragments of planks from 
the broken boat to cling to. Mr. Brown, ao far as I could 



Iffe SHE BLOWSI 

see, paid tbem no atteotjcm, but made after tbe whale, 
which had abandoned its leisurely gait, and was swim- 
ming in a bnsinesa-like way, as though he had just 
remembered an appointment. The chase was a short one, 
for the boat did not gain at all with the men pulling their 
hearts out, and Mr. Brown gave it up, and went back to 
pick op the men. 

Mr. Tilton bad also cast loose, having pnt a waif on the 
dead whale — a waif is a little flag on a pole, which is 
stnck in a hole made with a spade for that purpose ' — and 
he had gone in chase of other whales which had come np. 
Bat the pod seemed to be thoroughly alarmed, and the 
three whales in sight were making off at a pace too fast 
for the boats. That made six whales in the pod, for I 
thought there were no more. 

Both Mr. Brown and Mr. Tilton appeared to be of my 
opinion, for they were giving the dead whale all their at- 
tention. Both boats were alongside of it for some time. 
I could not see just what they were doing, but they were 
evidently getting ready to tow it — probably making tho 
lines fast — and presently the two boats straightened 
out and began pulling toward the ship. It was hard work 
towing that whale, and they got ahead so slowly that I 
could not mark their progress, the whale nearly nnder 
water, and the seas washing gently over bis back. The 
■hip was bearing down on them, and they stopped row- 
ing, and waited for her. 

There were already sharks aboat the carcass, half a 
dosen or more, attracted in some mysterious way. They 
had come in with it; had appeared with the first blood. 
It look some little manoeuvring to get the carcass in 
proper position close along the starboard side, where the 
cutting-stage is ri^ed, the flukes forward, and the bead 
about at the gangway. Then a line with a sinker attached 
was dropped between the ship and the body of the whale. 
Beyond the sinker was more line with a float on the end. 
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The dnker was dropped doim deep enough to earrj the 
float down cleftr of tiie body, then polled up again, and the 
float came up beyond the vhale. It always does. I never 
taw it fail. The men in the boat got that line, and hauled 
in on it, and pulled it all in, and a heavier line attached to 
its end, »nd then a chain cable to which the hesTy line 
was fast. They made the chains fast, the fluke chain about 
the tail at the smallest part, just before it begins to spread 
into the flukes, so that the carcass would turn in it freely. 
The flukes sometimes measure, from point to point, as 
much as twenty feet. 

We began cutting-in at once. It was already well on into 
the afternoon when we began, and within a couple of 
boars we sighted Mr, Baker's boat returning dejectedly, 
without their whale. The men soon came aboard, rather 
crestfallen. Peter told me that the shank of one iron 
twisted off, and the other pulled oat. The whale was still 
going too fast for the boat, and there was nothing to be 
done except to come back. 

" Best we could do, we could n't heave in hard enough to 
get close," he said. " Then Mr. Baker tried pitchpoling." 

"How do you pitchpole, Peter?" I asked. 

" Pitchpole? " said Peter. " Why, the shaft of a lance 
is light, of pine or some light wood, and you take It under 
the end on your hand, with the other hand to guide it. 
Then you toss it in the air blade firsL Of course you aim 
at the whale. You must 'a' done the same thing with s 
•tick or an arrow many a time. The head being heavy 
and the shaft light, the blade 11 keep ahead. If yon ain't 
too far off, and if you 're any kind of a shot, it 'U come 
down into the whale, but the aim ain't certain. It can't be. 
You haul the lance back by the warp that 's fast to the 
shaft. Mr. Baker missed him clean the first time. He must 
'a' been making twelve knots, right into the wind. The 
second shot juat tickled his flukes, and he gave snch a 
powerful start that the first iron twisted off as if it had 
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been made of dieeK. That fint iron had been doing all 
the polling, and when ft went that bros^t a sodden 
■train on the Mcond iron, and it ripped onL So there we 
were, and there waa the whale leaving us at a mile a min- 
nte, nwre or less. We came bac^" 

After anpper I went on deck again, and iaw Peter stand- 
ing at the starboard rail. I joined him, and we looked 
over at the whale lying there. The cutUng-in had been 
nupended for the nigjit It waa dark, and I conld not see 
the carcass, but I saw in the water lambent streams of 
phosphorescence moving alowlj and lastly to and fro; 
little streaks of bubbles which glowed for a brief second 
or two, and then were gone. Now and then there was a 
burst of the tiny glowing babbles, as a fin moved power- 
fully. The streaks of uncanny, lambent light seemed to 
Interlace, bot they all ended at the carcass of the whale 
and outlined it, leaving it in black darkness. 

"Sec, Peter 1" I said. "What a lot of sharks! How 
many there must be in the ocean I" 

This whale was smaller than would have been thought 
from his actions, and it had been possible to get the whole 
case on deck. It had been reposing behind Peter and me 
while we discussed the matter of sharks. It was emptied 
the next morning, after the blnbber was all in and the 
carcass cut adrift. 

Bailing the case furnished sport for many of the crew. 
It was not necessary to use the case-bucket, bnt every kind 
of a receptacle waa used, scoops and tin pails and old tin 
cans being in especial favor. When the case was half 
empty, a man got inside. Me looked perfet^ly contented and 
happy, standing in the sloppy, slnshy stuff up to his waist, 
ladling it out with a scoop, and he seemed to revel in the 
bath of oil and spermaceti. His getting in raised the level 
of the stuff, so that tin pails and tin cans once more came 
Into eaiy nse. I had never seen oil flowing so freely, slop- 
ping and spilling over everything. 
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When the ttying-otit vaa over, we fonnd that ire had 
made jnst over foity-geren barrela from that whale ; pretty 
near the average, taking them aa they come. The average 
it always called " £ve aJid toity," 



CHAPTER XVI 

Nothing of note happened for verj nearly a month. 
We had the nstial rariationa of weaUier, good and bad, 
but mostly good, and no gales. We had no lack, however. 
Few whalei were raised, and those that we did gee were 
ahj and wild, and we got none of them. It was December 
before we got another. 

Early one morning I was ont on deck. I hod been sent 
on some errand by Mr. Wallet. I was never very quick 
cm Mr. Wallet's errands, and I stopped by the windlass, 
where I was ont of sight from aft, and looked ont forward. 
It was a perfect morning, the sun just up, making a path 
of gold over the tops of the seas, and t.he Clearchus lasily 
rolling along that golden path. Of coarse I lost myself 
in contemplation, half shnt my eyes, and drank in the 
beaaty of it. Mr. Wallet and bis errands were forgotten, 
the oily, grimy ship was behind me, and the gentle breeae 
blew on my cheek. It was not strong enough to keep the 
heavy sails filled out, and the jibs, over my head, almost 
flapped with evKrj roll of the ship. I imagined myself 
Uagellan, and ahead of me that unknown shore, on which 
m huge savage, resplendent in yellow paint, danced and 
made gestures of invitation. It was very real to me, and 
when there suddenly appeared a tiny, soft feather in the 
savage's hair — appeared, seemed to stand still for an in- 
stant, a tiny, drooping ostrich plume, drifted, and dis- 
appeared — I did not know It for what it was. It came 
again, the tiny, drooping ostrich plume; and at the same 
moment the quavering cry from hi^ over my head — 
" Blo-o-ws • " The dancing savage vanished, and I ran. 

There were between three and six whales in the pod; I 
could not tell just how many, but I set those limits. I 
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waited nntil I was nire Mr. Brown's boat wonld go; thea 
I wcDt DnobtmsiTely and stood beside the captain, for I 
thought he might let me go in it. He took no notice of me, ^ 
and 1 walked away, my heart In my boots. All five boots 
were away. 

We had seen nothing of the Annie Battles since that 
day near Hatteras, except a dissoWing view of her top- 
sails going sooth, just as we went in to Fayal. Captain 
Coffin had not been waiting on the Western grounds, in 
spite of his promise. I think that all of ns, including the 
officers, had completely forgotten her. I know that her 
very existence had slipped from my mind, and our last 
meeting ifith.her was of the same order as our picking up 
the man with his foot bitten oS by sharks, but of less 
Importance. Now, as I watched the boats sailing slowly 
over that smooth sea, and spreading out fanwise as they 
went, I caught sight of topmasts rising to the eastward. 
They must have been in plain sight for some time befora 
I saw them, with their sqnare topsails, for we were al- 
ready raising her lower sails. It was the Battles, there 
could be no doubt about It. 

Where we were, the wind was nothing more than a 
light, variable air, mostly from the southwest; but the 
Battles was bringing with her a brisk breese from the 
■outheaaL I ran below to get my glass — that load of junk 
— and hnng it abont my neck. When I got on deck again 
the Battles seemed to be hesitating, coming up slowly 
into the wind, her topsails shaking and her booms evi- 
dently swinging. It was as if she no longer felt the direct- 
ing hand of any man; as If there was nobody at the helm, 
or she had lost her rudder. I thought it queer behavior, 
and so did Captain Nelson. He was gasing steadfastly at 
her, muttering to himself, and wondering what Fred Coffin 
could be up to. Then he saw me with the glass hanging 
abont my neck. 

" Here, Tim," he said, "give me yonr glass, and mn 
below and get mine." 
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I gare It to Urn, and ran below wltboot ft word. I ma 
gone but a couple of minatea, but when I got haA I saw 
that the Battlea had trimmed her sheets, and waa paying 
off again. 

" See anything, sir?" I asked eagerly. 

He shook his head. " Her dedu have n't rUen yet," he 
said. " Seems to be all right now. I did n't know but she 
was in trouble, and we 'd better run down to her; and we 
have n't got much of a crew left aboard." 

The breese had not reached the boats yet — it bad not 
reached the whales — but the boats were very much nearer 
the pod of whales than the Battles was, and our mates 
erldently thought that they would be fast long before the 
Battles could lower a boat, and they held on under sail. 
Bot the whales were wandering directly away from us, 
and the Battles, her hesitation over, was now coming fast. 
I saw first one boat and then another hurriedly take in 
•ail, and the men taking to their oars. I could see the 
Battles plainly through my glass, and I almost caught 
the wave she was carrying onder her bow. Now and then 
I saw the top of it through the mirage, as she threw the 
•pray high. It seemed to me that she was almost on top of 
the whales. She was not, of course. That phenomenon of 
loss of perspective in using a glass has since become 
famOiar to me. 

Suddenly the Battles came up into the wind, Uirowing 
her topsails aback. It stopped her short, all standing. 
Two of ber boats were away almost before she had 
•topped, and the men In them pulling as if in a race, the 
boatheader throwing his weight, with his free band, on the 
after oar at each stroke. It was a race in fact, and the 
prise waa a thousand dollars or so. I forget what the price ^ 
of oil was at the time, but I have the impression that it was 
low. The Battles' men were fresh, ours were not, bnt I 
saw two of our boats. Mr. Baker's and Mr. Tilton's, It 
turned out, although I could not distiugaish them at that 
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distance — both had been helping the pulling in the lame 
•wAj that ttie boatheadera of the Battles had — come up 
on one side of a whale just as one of the boats from the 
Battles came up on the other side. All three harpooners 
seemed to dart at the same instant. 

What happened then 1 could not see dearly. It was all 
pretty far away, and all I saw was a confusioD of boats 
and men, and the great flukes of the wliale rising instantly, 
and crashing down on the sea near one of our boats, just 
missing it and apparently throwing a man into the water. 
Then the whale started oS, towing the three boats. The 
details I bad from Peter later. 

Macy and Aseredo rarely missed a dart, and they had 
not missed this time, in spite of their hard poll. Uacy had 
both irons in to the hafts, and Aseredo on& Aievedo was 
like a bull in strength, but he was not SO well placed af 
Macy — near the flukes — and his second iron did not bite 
deep, not much above the barb. When the flukes crashed 
down on the water Mr. Tilton's boat was deluged, and 
Almeida, a green hand, was so scared that he jumped 
overboard. They could not stop then to pick him up, but 
be was picked up later, badly frightened, but none the 
worse otherwise. It is doubtful whether any one in Mr. 
Tilton's boat gave him a thought, for the whale had started 
running. 

Nobody In either Mr. Baker's boat or In Mr. Tilton's 
seemed to know definitely who had struck first, although 
they all said, with more or less empliaais, Macy or Aie- 
redo. There was no agreement as to which of the two 
it was, all in Mr. Baker's boat saying Macy, and all in Mr. 
Tilton's saying Asevedo ; and 1 really think there can be no 
doubt that all three boats had struck at as nearly the same 
instant as possible. Certainly the Battles' men held up 
their end of the argument a little later. The whale did not 
run fast nor far, with three boats towing, and every man In 
every boat heaving on bis line for all he was worth. The 
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three mates irere atanding in the bowa with lances poised 
in their handa; and Mr. Baker, seeing a chance, pitch- 
poled. At the same instant the mate of the Battles — if Et 
was the mate — also pitcbpoled. Peter said it was a pretty 
sight to see the two lances in the air at the same Ume, as if 
they were from two guns fired with the same lanyard. The 
lances flew true, and pierced the whale at the same 
moment. They were drawn back by the light warps 
attached to the hafts, each man working frantically. Mr. 
Baker was a trifle quicker in recovery. The boat was almost 
within reach of the whale, but not qnite, and he darted 
the lance with great force. The Battles' boat was a little 
nearer the whale, and its lance was held for a second 
while the men heaved again. Then it was plunged into 
the side of the whale. 

Not one of the three boats took even the usual pre- 
cautions, which seem little enough, but what chance had 
the whale with three lances being chamed up and down 
in his in'ardsP He just lay still and quivered, spouting 
thick blood, and gave ap the ghost. Then came a ticklish 
time. 

" For a qnarter of an hour," said Peter, who was telling 
me the story, " I did n't know whether there was going to 
be a fight or not, but I rather thought there was. Mr. 
Baker and the mate of the Battles — he was one of the 
mates, I s'poae — had it back and forth across the back 
of the whale, and they both got pretty mad. Mr. Baker 
said they were first up. 

" ' You were not ! ' said the Battles' mate. ' I waa first 
up. But what has that to do with it anyway? Our Iron 
struck first.' 

" ' Like hell,' said Mr. Baker. ' Macy's iron struck first. 
Whale 's ours. I 'd swear to it.' 

"'No dont>t,' said the Battles' mate; 'but that don't 
make it ao.' 

" ' What d' ye mean ? ' aaid Mr. Baker. ' Call me a liar, 
do yon? ' 
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"'111 cftll yoa uiTthing yon like!' s^d the BattW 
mttte. ' I '11 call jou thief if yoa take thii whale. It '• 
onrs.' 

" Mr. Baker gave him back as good as he sent, and they 
got madder and madder. Just as I thonght they were going 
to get in a fight over it, Mr. Baker began to cool down, 
and the Battles' mate began to cool down too. We were 
two boats to his one, and if we chose to just take the 
whale, he could n't prevent us, and be knew it. Mr. Baker 
did n't want to do it that way, and he knew well enough 
what the old man would think of it. 

" ' Tell yon what,' he said. ' We don't want to fight 
about it. That wonld n't do yon any good, nor me either, 
though we could do what we pleaaed if it came to a fight. 
We '11 see Cap'n Coffin and fix it up with bim.' 

" ' Fix it up with me, here and now,' said the Battles' 
mate. * Yon can't see Cap'n Coffin. He 'i confined to his 
cabin.' 

" ' Confined to big cabin !' said Mr. Baker. ' What 's ths 
matter with him?' 

" ' Nothing much,' said the Battles* mate. ' Stidu in 
bis cabin, and won't see anybody.' 

" ' That 's queer,' said Mr. Baker. ' How does he give 
bis orders?' 

" ' Instructions In writing to be left on the cabin table 
every morning. No business of yours, bat I don't mind 
telling yon.' 

" ' Queer ! ' said Mr. Baker. ' Very queer.* 

" It Is mighty queer too, when yon come to think of It," 
•aid Peter. " But I don't know the rights of it. 

" The Battles' mate was .Impatient. ' Well,' he says, 
' what 'you got to say ? ' 

"Mr. Baker kind o' smiled. 'Fair division,' he says; 
' we '11 take the blubber, and you take the carcass.' 

" • What! ' roars the Battles' mete. ' What the — ' Then 
bis eye falls on tlie whal^ and travels over it, what yon 
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con see of It, and that ain't much. He scratched hia head, 
his eye trarelllng over the whale from end to end, ' I 'U 
. take yon,' be says quietly. ' The carcass to be whole, and 
to be delirered at our side. Does tbe carcass include the 
case?' 

" ' The carcsBB does not include the case,' said Mr. 
Baker, very sarcastic. Be had been looking the whale 
over. ' Don't yon think yon 've got enough? ' 

" ' I '11 take a chance,' said the Battles' mate, smiling. 
' Delivered at our side, remember,' 

" ' I 'U go halfway,' said Mr. Baker. * Be ready to take 
H there. I '11 stand to my bargain, but I 've an idea that 
the joke 's on me.' 

" And the joke 's on blm, I 'm thinking, Tim, and on ns. 
Come and take a look." 

He led me to the aide. The whale we bad been talking 
about, with one other, lay there below us. 

" Now," said Peter, " if yon 'U notice, that whale looks 
kind o' thin and withered-like for a whale of his siee. 
It's not enough to see unless you were taking special 
notice, but the Battles' mate was; and it's my idea that 
he 11 not make more 'n thirty-five or forty barrel, when 
he ought to make sixty. The Battles' mate no doubt expects 
to £nd ambergris In him, and Mr, Baker thinks he will, 
and I think he will — unless we can find a way to get it 
out of him without cutting him open, Mr. Baker gave 
his word not to cut the carcass." 

" How could they do that, Peter?" 

" Well, Tim, I 've never seen it done, bot we could try. 
Swing an anchor, or some other heavy thing, say a bogs- 
head o' water, above him, and let It drop a few times on 
his stomach or his insides so 's to stir 'em np well, and we 
might get a little. It 'd be worth trying," 

When we had finished cnttlng-ln, we did try Just that. 
I suppose they were afraid an anchor would tear the 
carcass, but a cask of sea-water would not We salvaged 
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s tew scrapa of ambergrig, abont b tboasand dollan' 
wortb, jnst enough to let the officers know what a poor 
bargain Mr. Baker had made. I never knew bow mach of 
the stnfT the Battles got from this whale. Probably ten 
times as mach. 

Altogether that was one of oar unlndcy days. Mr. 
Wallet let the Annie Battles herself get between him 
and his whale, and take it awa; from him. He did not 
exert himself or his men to get It, it seemed to ns, and 
Captain Nelson's displeasure was clear enoogh. I have 
no doobt it was clear to Mr. Wallet, for I saw the captain 
talk forcibly to him when he came aboard, although I do 
not know what he said. Mr. Snow being on the end of 
the line farthest from the Battles, got his whale withoat 
molestation. 

Mr. Brown's boat fared the worst He was waiting for 
his whale to rise, and the second boat from the Battles 
came up opposite him, and waited also. When the whale 
rose, Starbnck struck him first. There could be no doubt 
aboat it. I saw it all clearly through my glass. Notwith- 
standing, the Battles' boat pulled up at once, and sunk an 
iron in him. At that third iron — Starbuck had two irons 
fast — the whale started to run, and we had to give him 
line. While the line was snaking out, rather slack, some- 
how or other, for the second time on that voyage, it kinked 
and caught a man in the kink. It was Kane who was 
caught, abont his arm or shoulder. He had not far to go, 
for Mr. Brown had put back his kicking-strap immediately 
after the accident to poor Wright; but his going those few 
feet was rather sudden. The kicking-strap stopped him. 
That might have been as nnfortnnate for him as being 
taken overboard, but Mr. Brown, who had changed places 
with Starbuck, saw it almost before it happened, and 
reached for the hatchet and cut. His action was lightning- 
like In its qnic^esB. Although Kane brought up on the 
kicking-strap, be did not have to start the heavy boat> 
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or qnite possibly bis arm might hare been torn out. As it 
was, he got off with a severe wrench to his shoulder, and 
with a badly bruised arm. His arm turned black where 
the kjnk bad caught It, and showed the lay of the line 
plainly. 

That was the end of that whale for us. The Battle*' 
boat got him. 



CHAPTER XVII 

Our officers were all highly indignuit at th« conduct of 
the Battles, which was contrary to all the ethics of whal- 
ing, it not to the law of the high seas. I overheard Captain 
Nelson talking with Mr. Baker, who got very vehement 
about it, and wanted to take Starbuck's whale away from 
them by force. 

Captain Nelson was qniet for a momdit, stri^ung his 
beard, which had got pretty ragged. 

" Some excuse, perhaps," he said at last. " Kind of a 
row with Fred three or four weeks before we sailed. My 
house. Maybe I was a little trifle hasty, but ao was he. 
Both got mad, and I said more than I meant to. Never 
thought he 'd — well, I '11 go aboard of him in the morn- 
ing, and see if I can't fix it up." 

So Liasie Nelson was at the bottom of it all ! At our 
hoase we always spoke of her as "that Nelson girl," a 
rather pretty girl Id a buxom, loud, Nelsonish sort of way; 
" pleasant-spoken " the best that people said of her, and 
the worst much worse than that. I had the' feeling that 
I was warned against the wiles of Lisile Nelson, although 
my mother never actually said anything against her. You 
would think it unnecessary to warn a boy of fifteen against 
the wiles of a girl of twenty, but yon did not know Liiaie 
Nelson, and my mother did. However, I did not fancy 
her, nor any of her stripe. Ann McKim was the idol of 
my boyhood, as she was the idol of mj youth. I had no 
room for fancy for the Licsie Nelsons of the world, but 
there were plenty of those who had. 

We were not to know the results of Captain Nelson's 
visit, for he did not make it. The Annie Battles had 
finished catting-iD during the night, and at dawn her top- 
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saili irere joBt dropping over the horison to tbe eastward. 
We followed. There was no chance of our catching her, of 
coarse, nnleas she hove to to Uy out, and we could creep 
up on her unbeknownst, like 'ZekieL We soon lost her ; and 
although we kept on to the eastward for a couple of d&ys. 
Captain Nelson was not yet ready to leave those cruising . 
grounds. He would not be ready for that, with average 
luck, for weeks, and it was like looking for a needle In a 
haystack, with the additional disadvantage that, even if 
we found tbe needle, it would slip away at the first sight 
of us. At the end of the second day we came about, and 
worked back across the grounds. 

While making a passage from one cruising ground to 
another the distribution of duties is much the same as on 
a merchant vessel. When whaling grounds have been 
reached, however, all this is changed. Each boat's crew 
constitutes a watch, and the night, from four bells to four 
bells — from six in the evening to six in the morning — ■ 
is divided among them. The officer of the watch is tbe boat- 
header, or mate. A watch, for a four-boat ship, is thus 
three hours long, and for a five-boat ship, sttch as ours, 
two hoors and forty minutes. This easing up on the men is 
in order that tbey may be as fresh as possible for the 
chose and taking of whales, which is their first and most 
Important business. For the same reason the crew has only 
the most necessary duties during the dayi and except for 
the necessary change of sails morning and night, and 
washing down and scrubbing the decks each morning, the 
day is passed in utter idleness, so far as regular ship's 
duties are concerned. The men are allowed to do what they 
please : read — if they can read — play cards, mend 
clothes, scrimshaw, sleep. 

During the day the ship stands along under easy sail 
so that nothing will be missed, usually going to wind- 
ward slowly, tacking or beating; picking ap whales if 
they are seen and can he got. At sunset light sails are 
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" Aye, Tim," he swd, " and I hope so too. The sea '• 
a big place, but it 's a little place, too, and yoa 're always 
raoning acrms some vessel you don't want to see, 'speciallj 
irlien she 's on the same bosiness as yourself. One voyage 
I made to eastern ports. Canton, Hong Kong, Shanghai, 
Manila, and the like, I was always meeting Tim Fernand, 
■who 'd been my shipmate in the nary. He 'd shipped on 
the Mary Eaaton, and she followed us around from port 
to port, or beat us to it. I was hard put to It to get rid 
of him, for he 'd fasten on me like a leech, and he was a 
robber." 

" Like the Annie Battles." 

Peter looked up at me with a smile tn his eja, bat 
■aid nothing, and then there came down to ub from the 
nusthead the familiar, quavering cry. Peter sighed, put 
down his model, and got op. It was a single spout — from 
a lone whale, so far as he could judge — miles off to the. 
■oatheast. Peter tamed back to me. 

"Speak of the devil," be said. "Do yoa see, Tim^ 
Just there, veil beyond the whale? What do yon make 
of it? " 

I VBS a long time in seeing anything, bnt at last I made 
out dimly the two slender topmasts with their yards, but 
no sails. 

" Cutting-in, like as not," said Peter. " If she was try- 
Isg-out you'd see the smoke." 

We headed up toward the whale, and when ve vere 
near enough, Mr. Wallet and Mr. Brown lowered. The 
whale led them a leisurely chase directly toward the 
Battles, and we followed. Mr. Brown got fast, but Mr. 
Wallet did not. He sailed on after the whale, which was 
running away with Mr. Brown. The whale was going 
mnch faster than Mr. Wallet's boat was, and it was a 
losing chase from the moment Mr. Brown stnick. We 
wondered, and snickered, for it was so like Wallet As 
Peter said, it was like a drunken man chasing his hat, 
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alv&TS hoping it would atop, Aod alwa;i keeping after 
it with the one fixed idea. But Peter was wrong about the 
idea. If Mr. Wallet had a fixed idea it waa not what Peter 
■ — and all of na who watched — thought it waa, for he 
aailed straight up to the aide of the Battles. Although we 
had got within tiiree mites of her, I could not aee clearly 
what waa happenltig then, but Peter could. His e^es 
were better than mine, in spite of his age. 

" Xow, what do jaa make of that?" he cried. " They 're 
folding her there, and the Battles' crew ain't making an; 
sort of objection that I c'n see. It 's a queer Teasel and 
ft qneer crew and queer doings, and Cap'n Coffin 's the 
queerest of the lot, if 70U beliere what they say of hin 
— which I don't. There goes Mr. Wallet over the side, 
and that 's queerer yet. Mebbe he thinks he can clear up 
the qnecmess, but I miss my guess if that's what he 
thinks. If it was the old man himself, now, or Mr. Baker, 
aay, or Mr. Brown, I 'd say it would be cleared up, hut 
'tween yoa and me, I doubt Mr. Wallet can if be triea. 
and I doubt he tries." 

"Wlutt do yon suppose, Peter," I asked, "he mesni 
to — " 

" I ain't had time to s'pose anything, Tim," said Peter. 
" There 's George Hall, now, wanting to go aboard, and 
they won't let him. Tell him to cast oS and keep off. I 
c'n almost bear 'em say It. Quite a crowd of 'em along 
by the gangway, and all motioning him off. They were 
cntting-in, as I thought, and they 've let the carcasa go 
adrift. Yon can aee It, I guess, going astern, just awash. 
Now some of 'em take spades, and jab at the boathook, 
and they 're getting sail on her," 

Peter's bulletins stopped, and we Jost stood there, 
gssing in silence. 

1 " That Wallet," he said at last, " 'a got more sense than 
I gave him credit for. Yon see, Tim, if It 's desertion, 
which is more 'o likely, and if we ever get hold of hin 
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•gain, he II mj that he was kidnapped hy that crew of 
pickpockets. It 'd be hard to prove 't lie was n't, and it 
would n't moke mnch difference whether anybody believed 
it or not If we don't get him — and I should think that 
the old man 'd be gl&d to be rid of him — we '11 never 
know the rights of it, or what '11 be done about hii lay in 
our take so fu. I don't know what course the — Aye, aye, 
sir." 

For Mr. Baker's boat was called away, and Peter ran. 
Captain Nelson himself took the boat, and the men pulled 
hard for the Battles; but her mainsail was already np, 
and they got the foresail up and broke oat a jib, and she 
stood off on the wind before the boat had gone half a mile. 
It was hopeless to chase her, and Captain Nelson came 
back. He was very sober and stem as he came over the 
■ide, and we watched the square topsails of the Battles 
gradually sinking to the eastward, while we got ready 
to receive Mr. Brown and his whale. 

As soon as the cutttng-in and trylng-ont was finished 
we made sail, and headed for Montevideo. It was within 
m couple of days of Christmas, and the men hoped for 
■ome liberty ashore. Captain Nelson was governed by 
ether reasons in making for port; he wanted to send let- 
ters, as It turned out, chiefly on account of the mysteri- 
ous behavior of the Battles, and the desertion of Wallet, 
I suppose, although I never knew definitely. He let it be 
known that any letters would be sent, and I wrote home, 
but by a piece of carelessness of my own, my letter did 
not go. 

We did not get into Montevideo by Christmas, as we 
had been more than three hundred miles from the coast; 
and we had to be content with the usaal ship's fare on 
that dsy, with the addition of plum duff and a serving 
of rum. I did not take the rum, of course, but I took the 
duff, which tasted good enough, although it was nothing 
more than soggy dumpling, with molasses over it. I could 
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not help thinking of my mother's dumplings — food of a 
different apeciea — and of the turkey and cranberry aance, 
and the pumpkin and apple pies, and the apples and nata 
and raisins to irhich my family were sitting down on that 
day. No doobt they were thinking of me. 

At Montevideo, which we reached in the afternoon of 
the twenty-sixth, the captain sent his letters and tried to 
■hip another man. This he was nnable to do, and he had 
to sail wlthont him, a man short. The men were dis- 
appointed In their hoped-for liberty, only one hoat'f crew 
getting two hours' liberty. This crew was chosen with 
some care, as the men must be th<»e who could be relied 
npon to return at the end of their two hours. We sailed 
at sunset, with some grumbling on the part of the men. 

Nothing was done about the second mate's berth for 
more than a week, and I did not happen to hear him 
mentioned, althongh I have an Idea that the capt^n 
talked the matter over with Mr. Baker. At last, how- 
ever, he acted, having concluded, as I supposed, that 
there was little chance of getting Mr. Wallet hack. There 
was some show of letting the men choose, but it amounted 
to nothing. Macy was made fifth mate, and the other mates 
moved np a peg, so that Mr. Brown was second mate. 
That pleased me, and the appointment of Macy pleased 
Peter, for he said that there was not a better man on the 
Bhip. I agreed with him in that. Macy was one of the finest 
specimens of man I have ever seen. He was over six feet 
tall, with a perfectly proportioned figure, but his perfect 
proportions did not give an adequate idea of his siie unless 
he stood beside another man. He had rather tightly curling 
flaxen hair — we called him " Towhead " — and deep 
blue eyes, and a smile that won the heart of every one on 
whom it shone. I felt that I should like to know him 
well, but it was not easy to know him well. There was 
about biro a certain atmosphere of aloofness. No doubt 
this was dne largely to a natural shyness ; but, knowing 
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less about such things then than I do now, I ascribed it to 
• feeling of superiority on his part. That wu his rep- 
utfttion on the ship, a reputation which he did not deserre. 
He was a silent giant, not giren to useless motions, but 
yon felt his power and bis alertness. It used to give me 
great pleasure merely to look at Macy. 

Unfortunately, we were now one man short, and the 
vacancy was in Mr. Brown's boat, for Starback had been 
moved into Macy'a place in Mr. Baker's boat, again over 
the head of the man to whom the promotion would natu- 
rally fall. This was Esra Wlnalow, a good-natured young 
fellow, but rather stupid, and not nearly as good a man 
as the Prince. There were few men in the whole crew 
who were anywhere near as good as the Prince, and there 
was another boatsteerer needed, and he was it, I do not 
know whether it was the nsual practice, in cases of the 
promotion of matei, for the mates who were moved up to 
keep the boats and crews they had had before, but they did 
fn this case. The Prince was therefore Mr. Brown's boat- 
steerer. The vacancy in his boat was not filled for some 
time, but it worked out very well for me. 



CHAPTER XVIII 

Theuc woi no unfaTorRble change in the veather, and 
ire cniiied for three weeks withont getting a whale, 
or even railing a apont. One morning, however, after a 
rather thick haae had cleared awa; somewhat, we found 
oarselvea within half a mile of a pod of six or seven, which 
were lying on the surface, aponting lasilj. They did not 
■eem to be feeding, and I remember that I Iiad heard a 
distant splash while it was still too thick to see them, and 
Peter, to whom I bad tnmed inquiringly, bad said that It 
was likely a whale breaching. Almost everybody on Imard 
had heard it, and the lookouts were doubled. They fully 
expected to sight whales, and tbey did sight them from the 
masthead before we could see them from the deck. No cry 
was given, but the men came down and reported. 

There was hardly a breath of wind, and sound would 
carry easily In that weather. Indeed, it was uncanny. 
There seemed to he streaks or columns in the air which 
reflected the sound in the strangest ways, or acted like a 
lens for sound, at one moment utterly cutting off sounds 
that originated hut a short distance away, and at the next 
moment sending to us clearly faint noises made by the pod 
of whales at a half-mile distance. Boats were lowered with 
the utmost care not to make a noise, even being put .into 
the water one end first, to avoid any splash. The men 
were cautioned not to talk, and they sat silent in their 
boats, cast off the falls quietly, and took to their paddles as 
soon as the boats were in the water. It was of no use, how- 
ever. The whales were keeping tabs on us, and went down 
quietly when a boat was within quarter of a mile of them, 
coming up half a mile away. It was exasperating. There 
were whales almost at the side, more than we had taken 
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In six montbs, nnd we could cot get aear them; &nd ftfter 
trying for boara, the boata were called back to tbe tihip. 

I do not remember that I felt any disappointment, 
however. To tell tbe trutb, I wai rather hoping for a pam- 
pero. It ia not a £sh, but a wind. I had some vague recol- 
lection of tbe brief deacription in Warren's Physical Geo- 
graphy as a cold southweat wind which originates in the 
Andes, and iweepa with great violence over tbe pampas 
of Buenos Ayres, and is felt for some leagnes at sea. My 
only comment on this description is that I don't believe 
it for a minute. We were cruising just south of the lati- 
tude of Buenoa Ayres, three or four hundred miles from 
the coast. No wind whose origin is purely local. In 
moontaina even as high as the Andes, is at all likely to be 
of the violence of tbe sample we had, after traversing the 
width of a continent — narrow as it is at this latitude — 
and four hundred miles of ocean. They must be fed from 
the pampas, be supplied with energy, at least ; and it seems 
much more reasonable to me to believe that these winds 
originate over tbe pampas. They are of the nature of a 
thunder-squall, and very probably of similar origin. But 
Warren can hardly be considered a recent authority. 

I had my wish gratified, and I shall never make another 
wish of that kind. We were sailing along easily in a 
moderate northerly wind about the middle of the afternoon 
when the Admiral's cry csme down to us. There were 
two spouts to tbe eastward. I watched them rather list- 
lessly, for I bad rather tost Intereat in spouts. An albatross 
or a frigate bird would have roused much more interest. 
We were seeing albatroaaea occasionally, and one had 
followed the ahip for two days, picking up scraps from 
the galley, and finally following the carcass of a whale 
when we cut it adrift. Bat the whole whale business had 
become a matter of routine. 

Three boats were called away, Mr. Baker's, Mr. 
Brown's, and Mr. Macy's. I had to move, tor I was in th« 
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mj of one of them ; and I roored as little as possible, and 
gave them no further attention. Then I heard Mr, Brown 
speaking to me. 

" Here, Tim," he said. " If yojx think yon can pnll one 
of these oars, tumble in here, but be qaick abont it." 

Instantly I was all attention. I jumped for the boat, 
but stopped. 

" The captain said," I objected, " that I could n't go 
until he — " 

" Captain's orders," he intermpted sharply. " Go or 
not, bat be qaick or the other boats '11 get away first." 

I made no reply, but gave a little nervous laugh of 
delight, and tombled in. I did not know whether I could 
row one of the long, heavy oars or not, but I could take 
two hands to it, and I had rowed all my life in every 
kind of a boat, light and heavy. We took the water, and 
cast off the falls, and shored clear. Then we stepped the 
mast and set the sail, and were off after my first whale. 
All the men were Idnd and helpful, but the Prince took me 
especially onder liis wing, and told me what my duties 
were in stepping the mast. When we were under sail be 
gave me rapid instmctfons as to my duties in meeting 
every emergency that ever arose In connection with the 
capture of a whale. I could not remember a quarter of 
them. It was all I could do to understand them. 

Fortunately I did not have to remember. No emergency 
arose. We came up with our whale without much pulling, 
the Prince planted both his irons, and we badced off 
fnrioasly. The whale stopped, astonished, Mr. Baker 
came up on the other side, and Starbuck got an iron fast ; 
but not before the whale had recovered his power of 
motion, so that Starbnck's Iron entered at the small, and 
not near the side fin, where he had meant to place it. Mr, 
Baker's boat was deluged with water by a sweep of the 
flukes, and the whale was under way, head out. Mr. Macy, 
I saw later, bad struck the other whale> and was having ns 
trouble. 
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Our whale had tamed about to the eastward, and vu 
mming. We had to give him line at first, and the whale 
line went twisting and writhing ont past me like a living 
snake, making a scraping, hissing noise on jay oar handle. 
I shrank away from it Then, with another turn around 
the loggerhead, it straightened and tautened, and did not 
go so fast, but edged by me foot by foot; and the spray 
began to rise in a miniature cascade on each side of the 
bow. Then another turn around the loggerhead, and the 
progress of the line past me was by inches, slower and 
slower, and I coold hear it creaking. Then it stopped, 
and we were fairly off on my first sleigh-ride behind a 
whale. The Prince had gone aft and taken the steering 
oar, and Mr. Brown had come forward. 

The boats were going at a rate which seemed terrific, 
nine or ten knots. Our boat rolled viciously in the cross- 
sea, and veered and bucked. I could see the Prince putting 
all his strength and weight on the long steering oar, 
first one way and then the other, to meet her as she yawed, 
and keep her on a straight conrse. The cascades of spray 
rose from her keel now, about a foot or two aft of the 
stem, higher than the gunwale; and the northerly wind 
caught one of them, and blew it inboard. I was drenched 
with it, and so was the man aft of me. We seemed to leap 
from sea to sea. When I gathered courage enough to look 
at Mr. Baker's boat, I saw that that was a mistaken im- 
pression; but I felt as if I were on a shingle swung skit- 
tering along the top of the waves at the end of a pole. 

Mr, Brown ordered us to heave in on the line. We 
strained our backs to the last muscle, but could only gain 
a fraction of an Inch. Mr. Baker's crew could do do 
better, and there was nothing for it but to hang on and 
wait for the whale to tire and slacken speed. I looked back 
— I continued to look back — and saw the Clearchus 
already hull down. I could see no sign of Mr. Macy. I 
watched the ship until she sank to her tops, then farther ; 
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then I mold no longer moke her out at all. And atill 
that whale kept up hii furious gait, head out, aa though 
he were bound to take q» to the Cape of Good Hope or 
to the Carroll groondB at least. 

We must have been going on in that way for an hour 
and a half or more before the whale showed any sign of 
weariness. It needed a man of more experience than I had 
to tell the symptoms, or to perceive that our speed was 
slackening. Mr. Baker's boat was just about abeam of ours, 
and a couple of oars' lengths away. He bad dropped bade 
a boat's length or eo to avoid fouling us, but the two 
boats were within easy speaking distance, and Mr. Baker 
and Mr. fitown looked at each other> and spoke at the 
same instant. 

" Heave?" 

Then they both nodded, and we got the order. We 
heaved, and gained a couple of inches ; heaved again, and 
Biz inches of line came in. Mr. Brown was not a yelling 
mate. He spoke only loud enough for us to hear. 

Mr. Baker was an accomplished swearer, a linguist of 
ports. I did not know there was such a variety of oaths 
in the language until I heard him swearing at hia crew, 
urging them to heave, and calling them more rile names 
than you would think any men would be willing to hear 
quietly. Swearing was very general on the Clearchus, 
and none of Mr. Baker's language was to be taken seri- 
ously, which, of course, the men knew. I do not know what 
it is about the sea that prompts men to swear, but there 
must be something. Most of them get so that they cannot 
make the simplest remark without an oath. I was getting 
into the habit myself, although I had never been accus- 
tomed to using such language or to hearing it. Before I 
left home I had tried once or twice saying " Damn !" with 
Inward qnakings, and half expecting to see the heavens 
fall ; now I said " Damn !" and other things quite fluently, 
without quakings of any kind, and before I got home I 
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was a confirmed swearer. It is a bad habit, and weakeu 
what is said rather than streDgtheoing it. When I real- 
ised this I brol^e myself of the habit. Mr. Brown waa 
no swearer, nor was Mr. Macf, nor Peter Bottom, nor 
the Prince, all of whom I admired, each according to hia 
fashion. 

With all Mr. Baker's flow of language, his crew did 
not gain an inch more than we did; but the heaving mnat \ 
have had its effect on the whale. There was still a good 
deal of line out, perhaps fifteen or twenty fathoms, when 
he seemed to stop suddenly. There was a general cry of 
" Flakes !" and his flukes went into the air, and he sounded. 

When Starbuck had struck, as I have said, he was a 
trifle late. He succeeded in getting one iron fast — in 
the small — but had to heave the other overboard. This 
sectMid harpoon had been skittering over the waves ever 
since, here and there, according to its whim. It had not 
tonched our line, although Mr. Brown had been afraid 
that it would; and it might easily have tonched oar line, 
for a whale swims low in the water, and there is seldom 
any part of him continually visible aft of his hump, so 
that there is nothing in the way. But the harpoon had 
touched Mr. Baker's line several times — a good many 
times; each touch lasting but an instant, like the bite of 
a shark. A harpoon is even sharper than a shark's tooth, 
and each touch had severed some of the tough strands. 
It was a wtmder that the line had survived the heaving. 
It must have only just survived. When the whale sounded, 
Mr. Baker did not give him line, but was holding nntil 
last second. This may have been the proverbial last straw, 
or it may have been simply that the time had come for 
the line to part. At any rate, it parted. Mr. Baker cursed 
fluently in a really heartfelt way, and the line was rapidly 
hauled in. The last fathom of it was a mere feather of 
manila. 

This left DS alone fast to the whale. He did not go 
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deep, however, and Mr. Baker was waiting, near ni, for 
him to come np, which he did in about five minutes a 
few feet ahead of Mr. fiaker's boat He came np almost 
vertically, hi* head and body shooting out of the water, 
and exposing his aide fin. Then he fell over with a tre- 
mendous splash; but Mr. Baker had shot his lance into 
him, and qnicklj withdrawn it The shank was bent, but 
Mr. Baker straightened it by knocking on the gunwale, 
and let him have it again. 

Meanwhile we had been taking in our slack line as 
fast as we conld, and when it tantened, heaving in on it 
to bring ns np close enough for Mr. Brown to use his 
lance. We hod not been able to keep the slack ahead of the 
whale, with all oar haste, and he had got a turn around 
his flukes, like a half hitch, so that we could not shake 
it loose. It was impossible for ns to haul in ahead of his 
flukes, and lancing them would be no more than an annoy- 
ance to the whale, like a mosquito bite. If he should take it 
into bis head to slap that mosqnito, it might prove more 
than an annoyance for us. There was nothing to be done 
but to slack off the line and try to row up to his side fin, 
where Mr. Brown wanted to be. We could not have hoped 
to do this if the whole's attention had not been taken up 
with Mr. Baker's boat He seemed to attribute all his 
troubles to that boat, and was patting np a half-hearted 
sort of a fif^t; hot even a half-hearted fight by a fairly 
husky whale is not to be taken lightly. Mr. Baker waa 
having his hands fall. 

We palled up to within a boat's length, lay there for 
a few mlnates watchiog for an opening; then, putting 
all our strength into onr oars, we drove the boat in close 
to the side fin. Mr. Brown planged the lance in deep, and 
began churning it slowly np and down, feeling for the 
heart or the great reservoir of arterial blood near It 
The whale had lobtailed once upon feeling the lance, 
witboot doing any damage; but In s few strokes Mr, 
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Brown*! lance had fonnd the life. A tremor pasted thnmgfa 
the great body, a spout roM slowlj from hia ipirade 
black with clotted blood, he bestirred himseU, and we 
backed off hastily. He was going into his flniry. 

That flurry was not an elevating spectacle, bat we all 
watched It. I was fascinated, and so the others seemed 
to be, all In Mr. Baker's boat as well as in ours. Oar at- 
tention for a long time had been so entirely taken up 
by the whale that not a man of the twelve — counting 
myself as a man — had looked abont him, or been aware 
of anything but the whale and the two boats, and what 
was happening there. Suddenly Mr. Baker broke ont In 
« perfect stream of cnrsei. Mr. Brown smiled. 

" Look !" he said, " Like a bad penny." 

We all looked where he pointed. There was the Annie 
Battles, not a mile away, bearing down directly upon us. 
Not one of ns said a word, but two or three were grinning. 
It was beginning to seem funny. 

Mr. Baker did not seem to think it funny. He had 
stopped his flow of profanity, whether because he had ex- 
hausted his stock, or because his choicest gems were inade- 
quate, I could not guess; and now, standing in his place in 
the bow like a gaunt statue of a man, silent and motionless, 
he watched the Battles grow rapidly, and the foam under 
her forefoot, and the men upon her deck. He held his lance 
loosely in his band, the shank resting on the gunwale. If 
she had shown any sign of changing her course, I knew 
that he would have ordered his crew to puU hard for htt, 
in the hope of boarding her before she got away. She did 
not; and there is no sense in hard pulling to meet a vessel 
which is coming to meet you as straight and as fast as 
she can. And, although Mr. Baker was holding his lance 
loosely, I knew that his great fist woald grip it hard at 
the slightest provocation. 

At last the Battles put her helm down, slacked off 
her sheeti, backed one topsail, and hong there, almost near 
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enongh for tu to heave a line aboard of her. No one on 
her hailed us, bnt some of her men were standing at the 
rail like wooden images, watching ns, while others were 
going lasil; aloft. By this time onr whale had spouted 
his last spout, and lay quiet in the sea, with onr irons 
still In him and onr line fast to them. Mr. Baker's men 
had their oars in the water, and his boat seemed to bo 
drifting toward the Battles. I saw Mr. Wallet and another 
standing by the man at the wheel. I could see even his 
feeble smile and bis pale blue eyes and his tight curling 
hair, almost like a negro's hut for the color. Mr. Wallet's 
was sandy, with a reddish tinge, like brown sandstone; 
some of our men had called his hair his brownstone front. 
When he saw Mr. Baker's boat drifting toward them, 
be moved oneasily, bis smile faded, and he spoke to the 
man standing with him. He knew Mr. Baker of old. 

Mr. Baker did not wait to get there. " If yon try to 
steal thU whale," he shouted, " why, damn your souls, 
there '11 be blood spilled." 

The man to whom Mr. Wallet had spoken was leaning 
on the rail. He laughed. " There 's been blood spilled 
already, ain't there t Seems to me I see it on your lance." 

" That 's good clean blood of a whale ! " retorted Mr, 
Baker. " There '$ olba blood waiting that ain't so dean. 
I 'd hate to dirty a good lance with it." 

"Cheap talk!" said the other contemptuously. "We 
don't steal whales." 

The boat was now within an oar's length of the side of 
the Battles. 

" I 'm coming aboard," said Mr. Baker, " to see Cap'a 
Coffin about it — and about another matter." 

" You can't see Cap'n Coffin," replied the other, who 
seemed to be one of the mates, and in command of the 
vessel at the moment, " and you don't come aboard of 
us. Sheer off there! " 

A number of the men at the rail of the Battles showed 
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tfaenuelTea to have ■pades in their handi. thej pot the 

spades orer the side, and held them sospcnded there. 

"Keep off!" said the mate ot the Battles. "Well 
•mash it ! " 

For Mr. Baker had taken the boathook, and Had booked 
on to their chains. He was drawing the boat up close, 
when a spade smashed down on the boathook joat back 
of the iron, and cut it off clean. 

Perhaps it was too serions a matter for mere cursing. 
At any rate, Mr. Baker said nothing at all for some 
seconds, to onr great surprise. 

" Very well," he said then, quietly, " if yon 'd rather 
have it that way, so be it. 1 11 report it — folly. Now I 
make demand upon yon for Alonso Wallet, formerly 
second mate of the Clearchns, a desuter from his ship." 

The mate of the Battles smiled, and beckoned Mr. 
WalleL He came, with his weak smile again upon his 
face. 

" What 's wanted of me?" he asked. 

"Cap'n Nelson wants yon," Mr. Baker replied^ 
"strange as It may seem; for yon 're the most good-for- 
nothing officer that ever I shipped with." 

With those spades between him and Mr. Baker, Wallet's 
oonrage had rerired, but he no longer smiled. He leaned 
orer the rail as tar as he could, and shook a feeble finger 
at Mr. Baker. 

"Tell the old man to go to bell," he said; "and go to 
hell yourself, will you, Jehoram? You 're bound there now 
tf you don't look sharp." 

He pointed to the southwest. The sun had disappeared 
behind a heavy mass of black cloud, in which there ap- 
peared, as we looked at it, the glare of lightning. I hod 
thought that it seemed early for it to be getting dark, but 
It bad not occurred to me to look. The mass of clouds was 
but just above our hotison. A few men in the two boats 
bad observed it. Mr. Brown and Mr. Baker had seen it for 



A BLACK CLOUD 183 

fifteen or tventj minntea put It may hare accounted for 
Mr. Baker's readineaa to cut abort his controversy with 
the Battles. 

" I 've known about that for some time. Wallet," said 
Mr. Baker ; " and let me tell yon that yon 're in moch 
more danger of going to hell in the next hoar than I am. 
A whaleboat '■ the safest thing that rides the sea. Maybe 
yon did n't know it. And yon 'd better shorten sail some 
more," he added, " if yon hope to ride it ouL" 

For the only answer to this the mate — if he was the 
mate — and Mr. WaUet both tamed and looked np at 
the sails. The men who bad gone aloft had been engaged In 
reefing the topsails in a very leisurely manner. Now they 
had to pat in another reef in response to orders yeUed by 
the mate, and they worked faster. Mr. Baker came back to 
the whale, and Uie Battles slowly drifted to the aoath- 
ward, taking in her great mainsail and her foresail and 
two of her jibs, leaving her nnder staysail and doable- 
reefed topsails. By the time that was done, she had got 
well away from us, and the black cloud covered half the 
heavens. Mr. Baker had rowed up to the whale, and had 
deliberately planted another iron deep in the small, near 
his first one. I asked no qaestions, bat Mr. Brown mast 
hare read them in my face. 

"Getting ready to ri<^ it out, Tim," be said, smiling 
kindly. We bad nothing to do, having fifteen or twenty 
fathoms of line out, and he was leaning against the cleat, 
watching. "A whale 's a ready made sea-anchor, if he only 
stays afloat; and I guess he will. And we shall be in his 
lee, where the seas won't be qoite so high — although 
there 's not much of the carcass showing." 

I tamed and looked at the whale donbtfally. 

" I should think, sir," I ventured, " that Mr. Baker 
might fonl OS, or we him, if he has about the same length 
of line that we have." 

" No," Mr. Brown replied, smiling again. " A drifting 
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body always drifts broadside to the wind — to the reritt- 
ance. I could prove that to yoa by mathematics if we bad 
the chance, and if I had n't forgotten the proof. But ex- 
perience proves the proof to be correct, which is much 
mote cflDTincing than mere mathematics. Yon notice." 

I nodded. " Yes, sir, I wiU, if — " 

Mr. Brown laughed. " If we get out of this, eh? We 
•hall. Make your mind easy." 

The carcass of the whale was lying nearly east and we*t 
under the northerly wind. As the squall — pampero or 
whatever it was — advanced, the wind dropped, until wo 
w^e heaving on an oily swell In a flat calm. The men in 
Mr. Baker's boat took that chance of backing water, and 
of working the body of the whale slowly around until it 
lay very nearly north and south, while the squall was 
coming from the southwest. Then there was nothing to do 
but to watch the clouds, and to wait for the wind to strike. 

The edge of the clond seemed to be directly over na, 
writhing and twisting, and it was almost as dark as nigbt. 

" There she comes," said Mr. Brown quietly; and I saw 
what seemed a blank wall of mist, with the blade dood 
above. We could see it some miles away, and it was com- 
ing fast. 

" Fog, sir?" I asked, puszled. 

" Rain, and hail, probably, and wind," said Mr. Brown. 

As it came on I could see the line of rain and bail, as 
■harp as the cut side of a cheese; and there was a queer 
foaming commotion in the water at the foot of the advanc- 
ing wall. It had got almost to the carcass of the whale 
before we felt the first cold puffs of air. Those first cold 
puffs were from every direction, some straight up; and 
the foaming commotion in the water resolved Itadf into 
an infinite series of small geysers, from one to two feet 
high, like columns of water sent up by explosions of shells, 
snch as I have seen many times in the last few years when 
the Fort has been at target practice. At a distance of six 
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or KTcn miles, eren through a powerful glmu, they look 
no higher tluui these did. 

The edge of the wall reached the carcass, and there wu 
a cnrimia effect of bombardnieiit with small white rubber 
balls — I should have thought at once of tennis balls if I 
had then ever seen a tennis ball — the balls boonding high 
from the elastic surface of the carcass. I knew it then for 
haiL The wall was past the whale, and completely hid it 
from sight, less than a hundred feet off, and the wind 
■track ns like a blow from a chunk of ice. Then the h^ 
struck OS, hail mixed with rain. 

We hardly knew what to do to protect oar heads. It 
was like being pelted with rocks — rot^ wlilcb there waa 
no escaping. They were cTcrywhere. I Instinctively put 
op my hands over my head, and had to take them down 
again, for the bones of my hands were being bruised, 
and I waa really afraid they might be broken. None of ai 
had a stiff hat, but all wore soft hats or caps or were bare- 
headed. I did not mind the wind — I was not consdoua 
of it - — and I did not see what the others did ; but I found 
myself crawling In the bottom of the boat, partly under 
a thwart, and pulling out a comer of the sail to protect 
my head. When I had time to think of anything but the 
safety of my own bead, I saw that the others had done 
the same thing. 

I looked out from my protecting canvas, and saw the 
water absolutely filled witfi those miniature geysers. The 
hail had beaten down the sea, in spite of the furious wind, 
until the surface was almost as smooth as a pond, with 
the rollers running under it as if the water were covered 
with silk. After a while — perhaps half an hour, perhaps a 
quarter — the hail stopped, and left only the rain and 
the wind, and the rapidly growing seas. We were sitting in 
a deep slush of water and hailstones, and the hailstones 
weighed heavily on my legs. They were besotiful, round, 
white stones, many as large as robins' eggs, but most of 
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them the siee of marblei. The boat wai deep vHh tbem, 
and tolled sluggishly. We had to get them oat at once, 
vhich we did with a conple of bncketa, our hati and oar 
bands, shoveling them over the side. 

I hare never in my life known it to blow harder than 
It did in the next few hours. We rode it out, safe in the 
lee of our sea anchor, drenched to the akin, all of na, and 
Tery cold. Althongh the sea rose very quickly as soon aa 
the hail stopped, and ran rery highf the carcass of the 
whale seemed to smooth the seas out, and none bnJce 
around ns; but the boats stood almost on end. My heart 
was in my mouth most of the time, but I do not think 
my apprehensions were evident to the others. Heavea 
knows I tried hard enough, for I was even more afraid of 
showing fear than I was of the wind and the sea. I think 
the tact that we were in a small boat, and near the water, 
was a help. I was more used to that, and, somehow, I nerer 
feel so helpless in a small boat as I do in a ship. I hare 
not got over that feeling to this day. I suppose I should 
have felt better still if I had been alone or with no one bnt 
Jtouny Appleby. A man seems to have more <rf a chance In 
a small boat, and Is not subject to the orders — and the 
mistakes — of somebody. That somebody might be like 
Mr. Wallet. If there Is a mistake, it Is his own. 

Night fell while it was blowing viciously and raining. 
In a few hours the rain stopped, but the wind did not. It 
seemed to blow harder, and it gradually shifted to the 
southeast; and after a while the stars came out. I do not 
know how long it was, for I had lost all sense of time. 
I had got over the worst of my scare, and I was too tired 
to think. I crouched down in the boat, and I fell asleep, 
aoaked and cold as I was. 

It was gray dawn when I awoke, stiff and cramped. I 
saw Mr. Brown in his place, gosing out at the eastern 
sky. He had been awake all night, ready to cut if the car- 
cass of the whale showed signs of sinking; bnt it was still 
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afloat, and no lower In tha water than it hsd been the 
night before. Mr. Baker's boat was so near that wc could 
olmoBt have toachcd oars. 

I mode some noise in crawling oat Mr. Brown tamed 
hli head and smiled at me, bat said nothing. I took that 
aa a sort of an invitation. I got np and stood beside him, 
and we looked ont together over that desolate waste of 
heaving gray water, with the white tops of breaking seas, 
and a faint touch of light here and there, and gray clouds 
driving over, but no color jet. I was oppressed with that 
feeling of melancholy and loneliness — and littleness — 
which always seised me at such a time. I think Mr. Brown 
felt it too. I looked around me, and saw two men evidently 
Just awake, and the Prince stending like a sUtne, silent 
and dignified, gasing at the east. I conld not help wonder- 
ing afresh what he was in hia own country, and what was 
his own country. Whatever conntry it was, he ought to 
have been a chief In it — princepi — instead of being no 
more than a boatateerer on a whaler, and the associate of 
men few of whom were his equals. If it had been the 
fashion te be black, instead of white, even the officers, ex- 
cepting Mr, Brown and Mr. Macy, would have been bli 
acknowledged inferiors. 

There was no sign of the Battles or of the Clearchus — 
nothing within onr horizon but the wide ocean, deep indigo 
In the distence, with great seas rolling and tumbling, dark 
green near the boat, their teps a ghastly white. After an 
hour or two my heart began to sink. How could it be ex- 
pected that anybody would find us, a speck in that vast 
and dreary expanse at ocean? Mr. Brown seemed con- 
fident enough, but my heart bad sunk down into my soaked 
boots when. In the middle of the forenoon, he spoke to me. 
No doubt he gnessed my feelings. They may have been 
evident enongh. 

" See there, Tim ; almost abeam of us." 

We were streaming out to the northwest behind the 
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whale. I looked, but I coold lee nothing but the tops of 
distant se&s rising and falling. I shoolt my bead. 

" Can't 70U make it out? Three stubby topmaata, almost 
in line, and the to'gallan'yards ? If 70U knew them as well 
«* I do — " 

" The Clearchui?" 

He nodded. " I think so. I 'm pretty sure." 

He was light, as he was apt to be. Mi. Baker had seen 
it too. The Clearchna picked ns up before noon, got the 
whale ^ongside, and began to cat-in at once, roogh and 
blowing as it was. She bad been caught by the blow with 
Mr. Macy's whale alongside. They saw the blow coming, 
and tried to oave the case, but they did not succeed, and 
the whale broke adrift, taking some of our tackle with it. 
They had to cut and run for it We never saw that whale 
again. 

It moderated toward the middle of the afternoon, and 
by the time we were ready to try out, we had a clear sky 
and a gentle breezct 



CHAPTER XIX 

That was odt last whale on theie grounds, and we tamed 
our iioae again to tbe sonthwest, for the grounds oS Pat- 
agonia. Nourishing the secret hope that we might land 
there, I carried the " Navigators " aioond in m; pocket, 
and read over again and again the account of Magellan's 
visit — all to no purpose, as it turned out. We saw Doth- 
Ing of the Battles ; but she had a nasty habit of turning up 
when we thought we had lost her for good and least ex- 
pected to see her. She had became as a thorn in the flesh 
to Captain Nelson and Mr. Baker, especially to Mr. Baker. 
I reallj think that at this time It would have given him 
pleasure, as exquisite as he was capable ot feeling, act- 
ually to see her, with his own eyes, go down in deep water 
or batter to pieces on a rocky shore. I know that he had 
reported to Captain Nelson his controversy with her. Us 
unsuccessful effort to see Captain Coffin, and Wallet's 
message. Captain Nelson was angry for an instant, and 
his eyes darkened; then the whole thing seemed to strike 
his sense of humor, which he had in plenty. 

" Just as welt," he said, " yon did n't see Fred Coffin. 
I 'm going to see Fred sooner or later — the first chance 
I get And that settles Wallet." 

We had good weather to the Patagonia grounds, mostly 
westerly and northerly winds, and pretty strong, but noth- 
ing in the way of weather could scare me now, after the 
Hattetas hurricane — of which we had nothing more than 
a flirt from the skirt — and my taste of pampero. Tha 
old ship made good time, as time goes for a whaler of her 
type, and we arrived on the grounds to the north of the 
Falklands In about a week. I was disappointed that we 
did not go even within sight of the mainland of Patagonia. 
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AlbstrosMS were a fairly common light, howerer, and 
made up to me somewhat for the lade of painted savage*. 
In these latittides there was almost always at least one of 
these great birds in sight, and although they were not 
always near the ship, they never failed to be on hand 
when the cook emptied his pail of scraps over the side. 
I never tired of watching their powerful, soaring ffight 
It seemed as Ef they played with the ship, like porpoises. 
They would keep along with us for a while, then suddenly 
shoot ahead or off to one side until they were almost out 
of sight, without a motion of the wings, so far as I conld 
see. There most have been some slight motion of the wings 
to adjust themselves to the wind or to the Tcrtical KOf^ 
at which they were flying, but I conld not detect ib 

There have been various explanations, none of whidi is 
quite satisfactory. One is that they make a long glide 
downward to get up speed ; and, having speed enough, thej 
change their angle, and gain height. How they can do thii 
indefinitely without an occasional flap, I never cotild we. 
Their slight rolling motion may do the trick, first on one 
wing and then on the other. I do not pretend to knowl- 
edge of the matter, but I am content to let a beautiful 
mystery remain a mystery. 

Whales were not plenty here. We took one in two weeks, 
and then we gave it up, and bore away for the Falklands, 
for Port Stanley. Here the captain went ashore, and we 
stood oft shore and on for some hours. At this point and 
this season the current sets to the northeast shout fifteen 
or twenty miles a day, and we mtide a rough allowance for 
that by standing off shore for thirty minutes, and on shore 
for thirty-five, until Captain Nelson came bock. 

We had strong westerly winds for days, and the crew 
hod much time to themselves. They used this time in mend- 
ing their clothes or in scrimshawing. Peter was getting on 
with his model, which was beginning to look like a glori- 
fied Clearchus, a tiny ghost of the ship. The masts were in 
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place, and moat of the yards, and be had finlahed one of 
the wee whaleboats, which he had bung at the davits. It 
vaa completely equipped, even to the harpoons, lancca, 
and the bomb gnn lying under the cleat, to which it waa 
attached by a thread through the stock. 

Althongb my doticB were not affected by the lightening 
of the dnties of the crew, I conld almost always find time 
for doing the things which I ought not to do, if I watched 
my chance. I studied rather harder in periods of a letting 
np of work, for at such times Mr. Brown could give me 
more attention. He seemed to like to do it; and I had 
reached a pitch of admiration for him which was almost 
worship, so that I did willingly and gladly anything which 
I thought would please him. He was pleased, I think, and 
satisfied. At any rate, he knew that I was doing my best, 
and be rewarded me with a greater intimacy than I had 
ever known with a man as much older than myself, not 
excepting even my father. True intimacy involves an equal 
footing, and that was what I never felt In the case of my 
father — never could feel, from the nature of the relation- 
ship. 

There was always plenty of work for the carpenter and 
sailmaker and cooper, and I used to watcb the boatsteer- 
ers overhauling the boat gear, and the conseqnent sharp- 
ening of harpoons and lances end spades. The sound of 
the grindstone was almost continuous. I bad talks with 
Peter Bottom, of course, and some with the Prince. It 
was always hard to talk with him, for he had very litttb 
to say except with respect to the use of his especial tools 
and the chasing of whales. He would deliver long dis- 
courses upon this subject, and I might have profited 
greatly if it had been easier to understand him. I should 
have preferred to have him talk about hia own country, 
which I was firmly convinced was a savage country, in 
which all the inhabitants wore nothing but straw skirts 
and nose rings and skewers throng their lips ; and where 
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the; itood aroimd in gronps, bolding long spesn and oral 
■hields, like Ute pictures in m; geogr&ph;. 

They got out the remains of onr storen boat, and set 
it tip near the carpenter's bench. When I got there the 
aailmaker and Peter Bottom were looking over the broken 
bones of the boat, feeling them, testing a rib or a plank 
here and there. They seemed to know what they were 
about, altfaoDgh they said nothing. It was jnat the way my 
father or one of his men would hare gone about such a 
job. The very movements of the sailmaker, as he went to 
the pile of new cedar planking, and turned it orer, and of 
Peter, as he picked oat a piece of oak that suited him, re- 
minded me of my father's men. 

I stuck around for some time, watching their skilful, 
Idsnrely morements. I knew good ship carpentry when I 
saw it, for I had been observing it all my short life, and 
J had absorbed a good deal of the methods. My father's 
men worked rather faster, but not so very much. There is 
more actually accomplished by making yonr work count, 
and not wasting a stroke, than in merely keeping very 
bnsy. Peter was a better workman than the sailmaker, and 
there was no object whatever in working fast, for tbey 
had plenty of time. 

The boot was done, as good aa new. In ten days, and 
then painted, and lashed, bottom up, on top of the after 
house. One result of Peter's work upon this boat was that 
thereafter he was a sort of unofficial ship's carpenter. 



CHAPTER XX 

Wb hod the JOaaX Tariatlons in weather, aome good, soma 
bad, bnt none very bad, to the Carroll gronnda. For two 
thirds of the way the wind was mostly pretty strong from 
the west or southwest, giving the Clearchua what she liked 
best; for the last third of the -way it drew in from tho 
•ootheast, although we were not at any time In the region 
of the steady southeast trades, merely tonching upon the 
border of that region toward the very last of the run. We 
ran into no gales, and made a passage of about five weeks, 
arritdng on the Carroll grounds the last week In March. 
We then shortened sail, and began to cruise. It was the 
captain's intention to quarter the ground thoroughly once, 
making slowly to the sontheast, which was the windward 
side, and then to beat up for the Cape. 

For a week we beat back and forth in fine weather with- 
out a sign of a wbale. I had almost ceased to think of 
them, and spent my spare time in surreptitious gamea 
with Peter or with the group of men who were usually 
gathered about him ; or I stood by the windlass or sat be- 
tween the knightheads — anywhere where I could not be 
spied from aft — and looked out ahead over the wbit^ 
capped seas, feeling the brisk wind on my cheeks, and 
listening to the noise of the water under the bows, and to 
the gentle creaking of the spars and rigging. To me those 
are inexpressibly soothing sounds; they have always been 
so, and are to this day. The noises of the life of the ship 
• — not very loud at their worst, In such a case — are far 
behind you, and they come faintly to your ears, as if from 
another world. They do not seem real, as do the babbling 
of the water nndei the bow, and the wash of It as it passes 
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Mtem, And the faint noiae of breaking mu, and tlie aoft 
tonnd oi the wind on the ssila. 

That pleasant mode of life woa not to last forever. One 
afternoon I vas lying on voj back on the heel of the boir- 
iprit. I had joat finiabed my chorea after dinner, and bad 
lain down to gase np at the sails, full and atraining, and 
at the akj above them. My gate travelled up the foremast, 
past the topsails, which were braced well around, for 
we were sailing with the wind forward of the beam. 
The fore truck described slow ellipses against the sky, and 
I was fascinated in watching tbem. Now and then I can^t 
a glimpse, past the bellying topsail, of the masthead man. 
He seemed very far np. He was leaning wearily against 
the hoops, as if he might have been asleep. Suddenly he 
straightened alertly. I knew what to expect then, and I 
sat np as the cry floated down to me; then I jumped to my 
feet, and ran to Mr. Brown's boat. 

There were two spouts, about three miles to leeward, 
and the whales seemed to be travelling at about the same 
rate as the ship, and pretty near together. The spouts rosa 
as regularly as the exhaust of a tugboat, although nowbero 
near as fast; there were ten or twelve seconds between 
them. The ship was laid around on a course nearly parallel 
with that of the whales, end we waited to see If tbey would 
not go down to feed. There was no sign of their doing so, 
however, and after waiting over twenty minutes, wo 
lowered three boats. Our boat — that means Mr. Brown's 
— was one of the three. I took my place in it withont 
asking leave, but as Mr. Brown looked right at me, and 
made no objection, and as the Prince even smiled at me, 1 
thought it was probably what was expected. 

By hard pulling we got right in the course of the whales, 
Mr. Baker and ourselves taking the farther one, and Mr. 
Macy the nearer. Our whale was a little in advance of the 
other. Then we waited, our oars in our hands, to be ready 
for any change of coarse of the whales. Approaching a 
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LOSING A WHALE lOS 

-whale head on ia one of the farorite ways, for a whale can- 
not flee aDTthing directly ahead of him, strange and int- 
conTenient aa that may seem. The whales came on in a bna- 
ineflfl-lilce way, rising to spout, then pitching under, until 
they were perhaps within fifty or sixty feet of the boats. 
The Prince was all set to strike, and the four oarsmen 
gripping their oars hard, I, at least, with my nerves on 
edge. Then the whales brought up suddenly; stopped as 
completely as if they had run into a wall. Something had 
excited their suspicion, althongh the men in the boats were 
as still as death. Our whale — I should not have called 
him oars so soon — raised his head from the water, as if 
listening, and Mr, Baker and Mr. Brown signalled the 
men to pull np. It was only a little way, and the two boats 
almost leaped from the water. I could see nothing of the 
whale, pulling, as I was, with my back to him, and my eyes 
glued to the oar of the man In front of me, but I could 
imagine that whale pricking up his ears, if he had had 
any. Mr. Baker's boat was just abeam of us, to take him 
on his other side. Out of the comer of my eye I saw the 
men in her laying to it, and the spray flying from her bow. 
It is utterly useless to dart the harpoon at the front of 
a sperm whale. The weapon almost always bounds back 
as If it were a mass of rubber it had struck against. We 
had to get as far as his eye before a chance would be of' 
fered. I saw his great cliff-like head shoot by. Then, as we 
came within range of his vision, within ten feet of him, be 
suddenly sank away from the boat and out of sight like 
a lump of lead, without a motion of bia fins, or his flukes 
pjther, so far as I could judge by hearing. The Prince 
had darted, and so had Starbuck — and had missed by 
inches, at tea feet. It was comical to see the consternation 
and amasement of Starbuck, and I have no doubt the 
Prince's surprise was nearly as great, although he would 
not show it so plainly. I did hear a grunt from him, bow- 
ever, and an exclamation. The harpoons had clashed under 
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Tatar. When they irav hauled in, the Prince fonnd tbe 

■bank of his bent, and a gouge, freah and bright, deep In 
the shank at the point of bending; and the edge of Star- 
buck's was dulled and turned. 

Mr. Macy's boat, with Geo^e Mall the boat-steerer, 
had an exactly similar experience. Mr. Macy had not 
headed that boat long enough to overcome entirely the - 
effect of Wallet's slackness and generally slipshod way o{ 
doing things, and his crew did not respond quite so quickly 
or BO well. Consequently his whale had jnst enough warn- 
ing to begin to move, hut not enough time to get onder 
way, or to find out definitely what was op. His only escape 
was to sink from the head of the boat as quickly w a 
marlinspike that has been dropped overboard, or an 
anchor. Hall, however, had no chance to dart, and he had 
had experience enough to know it We did not see thoM 
whales again except at a distance which was perfectly 
■afe, and then they were swimming head out, making ten 
or twelve knots. 

Later in the day I came upon a sort of a consolation 
gathering. Starbuck and the Prince and George Hall were 
the central figures, and there were the other two boat' 
ateerers, Asevedo and Miller, and all the green hands 
standing on the fringe of the circle, with two or three 
older men. Starbuck was much mortified at his fallore, 
and offered what excuse he conld. The Prince may have 
been as much mortified as Starbuck, bat he offered no 
excuse and said little. Hall was giving comfort, saying 
that it was not uncommon for whales to settle In that way, 
and escape, when they had no time to round out flukes and 
sound, although he did not see how they did It No har- 
pooner was to be blamed for missing a whale onder those 
drcnmstanccs. 

Then there was a babel of voices, each man who bad ' 
seen It happen and thought about it at all — a man could 
hardly help thinking about it if he had once seen It — 
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giving his own theory of how it waa done. They seemed to 
ran to tbc idea of interior ballast tanks. Hall smiled. 

" It does not seem quite qoick enough," be aaid. " The 
whale would have to take in water ballast prett; sudden 
to sink as quick as he does. Besides, water won't sink ia 
water. If he conld take in lead or old junk into his tanks, 
it would be different. I know that gannets bare something 
like that, cells under the skin that they can fill or empty 
of air through their lungs; and man-o'-war birds have 
■omething of the kind, I believe, and so have other birds, 
1 've seen 'em and yon 've all seen 'em. They seem to 
contract when they want to get down pretty quick. Bat I 
don't pretend to know how a whale does it." 

There was more talk which I could not follow. After 
a while Aievedo asked Hall about what he called the 
" slick " or " glip," and how he thought that communica- 
tion was kept up. I did not know what they were talking 
about, of coarse. Halt shook his head, and said he had 
never seen any evidence of communication, although he 
had heard of it, but he would not commit himself on the 
subject, and he asked Peter. Peter said that he did not 
know anything about it. 

"What ia that, Peter?" I asked In an undertone. 
" What 's gllpF " I knew what a slick was. 

" I don't rightly know, Tim," he answered. " Whales 
always leave a slick — a smooth place, oily-tike — on the 
water when they round out and sound qnietly. It must be 
something like the oil bags we had over our bows in that 
gale off Hatteras. But they say that there 's a sort of a 
telegraph between the whale and his slick — as far as I 
can make out, that there's a way the whole school has 
of knowing if a boat so much as crosses the line between 
A whale and his slick. So, if a boat gets into the slick, or 
crosses that line, the whole school goes tearing to wind- 
ward. It may be so," he added, shaking his head. " I 
don't say it ain't, for you bear of many eurioas things at 
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aea that tarn ant to be tme, but !t aeemi a trifle too moeh 
like magic to me. So I say that I don't koOT aoTthing 
aboat it, and that 'a trne enough. I don't." 

I laughed. To me it seemed like a fairy tale; bat, U 
Peter had said, yon hear of many cnriona things at >ea 
which tnm out to be tme, and this might be one of them. 
If it is tme I can think of no poBsible explanation. I do 
not know the tmth of the matter to this day. 

A few days later we sighted another ipont. Mr. Brown 
and Mr. Baker lowered for him, for they said that the 
Prince and Starbnck ought to have another chance. This 
was a lone wbale, which very obligingly waited for as to 
come up with him, and both boats got fast. He pot np no 
fight at all, and in a qnarter of an boor he lay fin ont. Tbia 
was the sort of thing that disgusted me with whaling, and 
made it seem nothing more than a bloody, dirty bnsiness, 
which tended to bmtaliae the men who took part in it. A 
whale should be willing — determined — to fight for his 
life, if it was worth anything to him. A fight made it all 
worth while, and the better the fight the more worth while 
It seemed, to me, at any rate. The prospect of a good fight 
always did fill me with elation, in spite of myself. I con- 
fess that it does even now, in spite of my age and experi- 
ence, which has been acquired uniformly in the avoidance 
of fights; but any kind of a fight seems good to me, in my 
heart of hearts. It is a reprehensible instinct, bnt it is jost 
as sarely an instinct as it is reprehensible according to onr 
modem code. 

This wbale may not have regarded his life as of suf- 
ficient value to be worth fighting for. At any rate, his 
actions and appearance aroused suspicions, and when he 
was cut-in the suspicions were apparently confirmed, for 
the blubber was light and dry. Accordingly, instead of cut- 
ting the carcass adrift, they cut into it, end proceeded to 
investigate his Internal economy with spades and knives. I 
hung over tlic rail and watched the operation with mach 
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Intereat. It reminded me of the occaaion, five or ilx yeeri 
before, when Jimmj Appleby mod I had dltaected two 
rata, with rather dull knlvci, on the top of hla high back 
fence. We got thoronghlj' smeared with blood and gurry, 
bnt found nothing of value, and did not add to our infor- 
mation on the subject of rats. The whale was much the 
aame, to far as I could >ee. The mem got ver; thoroughly 
ameared, but they found nothing of Talue. 

While we were in the midst of thla bloody buatneas, 
and moat of the men who were not engaged in It were 
hanging over the rail, aa I was, I felt a tap upon my 
ahoulder. I turned and aaw Peter, who took me to the 
port aide. 

" Look there, Tlmmle," he aald, ptdnting. 

I had no tronble In aedng what he was pointing at. It 
vaa the Annie Battles, only three or four miles off, and 
headed directly for ua. There was a brisk breeie, which 
ahe had Just forward of the beam, very nearly her best 
point of sailing. She was coming fast, and was a pretty 
alght, I thought Peter had the aame thought We watched 
her in ailcnce for some minutea, and then he aighed and 
ahook hia head. 

" A pretty sight," he said, " and an able boat. There 'a 
none better, and It 's a pity." 

"A pity that there's none better?" I asked. 

"A pity that it should mean trouble every time ahe 
beavea In sight. I don't know what kind of mischief ahe 's 
op to this time, but look at our officers, lad. They don't 
know either, but they expect trouble of some kind. Would 
n't you think ao yourself? " 

Captain Nelson, with Mr. Baker, Mr. Brown and Mr. 
Macy, was standing just forward of the after house, his 
glass at his eye. None of the four were aaying anything, 
bnt all were gaiing soberly at the Battles, which held her 
course as If she meant to ran us down. The captain said 
something In a low tone to Mr. Baker, who nodded and 
rtarted leisurely forward. 
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" I ■wish," said Peter, " that she 'd leave ns alone, and 
get about her business. It 's over two months since we 'v« 
seen her, and 1 hoped that was the last But she seems to 
be Iceeping tabs on us, and to know just where to find oa. 
She '11 keep turning up, like enough, all through our 
voyage, just when we 've begun to forget her. I 'd give 
something to know what they 're up to. What does she 
want, anyway? What is she doing it for?" 

It is very likely, even in the light of our later knowledge 
of the Annie Battles, that they were not up to anything 
in particular, and did not want anything except to plagna 
us, and exasperate us, and set ui all to wondering just aa 
they were doing. At sea, on ■ long voyage, with a faster 
vessel, and the certainty of being able to sail around us in 
any weather, that eiaaperation could be carried to a high 
pitch. We had no mesni of knowing what was going OD 
in the Battles; but, all this granted, I could not guess their 
motive. It was possible that they were after our whales, 
but Captain Coffin was an able whaling master, and if that 
was the explanation — I put the question to Peter. 

" Oh, no, lad," he replied quickly. " If that was th« 
reason, they 'd just stay with us — dog ns about. They 
don't do that, but — Aye, aye, sir." 

For Mr. Baker had come up to ua, and was telling Peter 
to go to his boat, but not to hurry. They did not want any 
stir on the decks. Then he passed on to tell others of hit 
crew the same thing. Mr. Macy was strolling about the 
deck on a similar errand. One by one the men drifted down 
to their boats, cast off the lashings, and stood with the 
falls in their hands, ready to lower. The Battles was stiU 
coming on, headed directly for us. She was a mile away, 
end the men stood like statues by their boats ; the dlstanca 
diminished to a half-mile and then to a quarter. There was 
a deep silence on the ship, while the noise of the surgeons 
at the operating-table rose to us over the starboard rail. 
They knew nothing of the Battles. When the acboonet 
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vas s cftble'a length away ahe irai ■till heading directly 
for na, and geemed likely to strike os amidshipi. 

It was too much for Mr. Baker. " Ahoy, there I " be 
roared. " Damn you, do you want to roa ua down?" 

"Are you there?" cried a jeering voice from the Battlea. 
" Why don't yon lower?" 
' At the aound of the voice reached na, however, the 
Battles kept off a little, so that she would just clear our 
att-rn. Captain Nelton nodded, and Mr. Macy lowered in* 
stantly, cast off, and the men pulled hard to intercept her. 
They did not quite succeed in doing that, and the BstUes 
•wept by with her main chains about six inches beyond 
ihe utmost reach of Hall's boathook. Hall made an instant 
decision. Throwing down the boathook, he grabbed a har- 
poon, to which the whale line was already bent, and darted 
with all hii force at the chains of the Battlei. The har- 
poon stuck in the hull and quivered there for a moment, 
between the chains ; then, as strain came on It, it pulled out, 
having nothing to hold it, the barb caught on the chains, 
and there they were towing as comfortably as ever they 
did behind a whale. 

From the deck of the Battles there came a roar for a 
sharp spade, while Mr. Macy was cihorting his men to 
heave and heave hearty. There were only a few feet to 
gain, for the whaleboat was almost lapping the hull of the 
schooner. What they would have done when they bad 
gained a place under her quarter I could not imagine. I 
wondered. Mr. Macy might have been in the same pre- 
dicament, but it wai not likely. He was not the man to go 
ahead without plan, and he was working as If for a definite 
end. What that plan was we were not to know, for the 
spades suA^eded in severing the line before the hulls 
lapped, and the frayed end dropped into the water. It was 
fortunate, p^rhapft. AVhnt chance would six men have had 
against twentry or more? 

In the brief struggle the Battles had gone on farther 
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than she meant to, and vaa now some distance altera of 
ns; but a> soon as she had succeeded in dropping Mr. 
Mac; she stood up along our starboard beam, a short 
distance away. Meanwhile, Mr. Baker's boat had been 
lowered, taking the captain, and had pulled out a few 
boat's lengths, and lay there, waiting for the Battles. 
The men who had been working on the carcass of the 
vriiale had stopped work, and stood watching to see what 
would happen. 

The Battles came on until she was nearly abeam of us, 
then she slacked off her sheets, spilling the wind from 
her sails. Her crew seemed interested in the surgical op- 
eration on the whale. 

" Did you £nd any?" hailed the man who seemed to be 
in eommand. 

Captain Nelson paid no attention to this question, but 
bis men pulled toward the schooner. 

"What do yon want?" the man demanded sharplj. 
" Keep off! Stay where you are, and let's settle it" 

" I 'm coming aboard of you," Captain Nelson said. 
" I 'm coming to see Cap'n Coffin. There are some matters 
to be settled between ns." 

The Battles was shooting ahead, losing way slowly, and 
the men in the captain's boat again began pulling. 

" You can't see Cap'n Coffin," the man began Im- 
patiently. " Yon 've been told that often enough. Damn 
it," he added, almost changing his mind, " if I should 
let you come aboard and see Cap'n Coffin, I 'd warrant 
you 'd have all the time yon wanted to settle any matters 
that 're on your mind. It 'd serve you right, and if the 
consequences 'd be all on your own head, I 'd do it. But 
they would n't and I won't. I never will. Understand? " 

We heard the couTcrsatiou plainly, and I was curiona 
to know what he meant by his remark about consequences. 
It did not seem to give Captain Nelson any concern. Ha 
made no reply, and the boat continued to pull toward the 
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sdiooncr. Mr. Mscy bad been coming up qnieUy irbile 
tbe Battles was busy with Captain Nelaon, and he waa not 
far astern, his men pulling strongly and easily. We beard 
tbe order to trim in the sheets, and at the same time 
sereral men took their places at the side, holding spades 
In thdr hands. It was their old trick. Tbe captain's boat 
iras only a few strokes off. 

" Keep off ! " was the warning. 

For answer Starbnck grabbed for the chains with the 
boathook. A spade smashed down upon it and knocked it 
ont of hia hand. The sheets of the Battles had been 
trimmed in, she heeled to the breese, began to gather 
speed, and was slowly passing the bow of the boat. Star- 
bnck leaped, landed on her wales, and had one leg over 
tbe rail before the men on the Battles knew what he was 
after. Before he conld get the other leg over, three men 
•elied him; I saw them struggle with him for an instant, 
break his hold on the rail, and throw him into the sea. 

The Battles was now well under way, the boat waa fast 
popping astern, and Starbnck was in the water. Mr. 
Macy waa not quite up, end it was a hopeless chase from 
the start, but both boats tried to make a race of it tor a 
quarter of a mile. When they gave it np, and stopped 
rowing, I saw Wallet come out from behind the quarter 
boat, where be bad been standing, hidden from us, and 
take his place at the topsail. It was too far to see clearly 
without a glass what he was doing there, but he seemed 
to pat his thumb to his nose at Mr. Baker and the cap- 
tain. That was too much for me, and I laughed until I 
nearly had hysterics, it was so like him. 

The boats lay there for some time, the men all watch- 
ing the Battles fast disappearing in the distance. Then 
they pulled slowly back to the ship. Starbuck had swum . 
to the ship, and atood dripping beside me, watching the 
Battles with sober eyes. When I laughed ao immoder- 
ately, he tamed bis eyes upon me with disapproval, but he 
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took the contagloii, and, much againat his will, he waa 
forced to amile. 

" fint it '■ no laughing matter, Tim," he said. " I 'd like 
to know what '■ wrong on that vesael. There 'a aomething 
wrong. I know Fred Coffin welL We live only a few doors 
apart — only two houses between us, and we were at school 
together. He is n't so mnch older than mej three years, 
about. I hope nothing 's happened to him." 

" Why," I said, " what could happen to him — on hia 
own ressel? " 

" Anything," Starbnck answered. *' Anything at aU. 
Ever hear the story of the ship Junior and Cap'n Arch 
Mellen? It happened in fifty-eight, or fifty-seven, but it 's 
all true, and it might happen now — any time, unless 
men's hearts are changed." 

"Tell me," I said eagerly. "I never beard of it; I 
never even beard of the ship Junior." 

He smiled down at me ; after all, not ao much down, for 
I was nearly as tall as he. 

" There 's a good many ships you never beard of, I 
gness. 1 11 tell you the story of the ship Junior, the first 
chance I get. The boats are coming back now, and I want 
to get into dry clothes." 

By the time the boats were on the davits the Battles 
was more than hull down to the Mnithward, and was fast 
■inking her topsails. 



CHAPTER XXI 

Wk cleared np our whale as soon as we conld. He made 
only thirty-three barrels, and we laid onr coarse for the 
Cape with a total of three hundred and thirty-five barrels 
of oil in the bold. That seemed very little to show for nine 
months' work, bat Peter comforted me somewhat. He did 
not seem to mind. It was all in the day's work to him. 

" I know, Timmie, lad," he said. " Whales have got 
Karce as hen's teeth in the Atlantic Ocean. But the whal- 
ing fleet 's not what it was fifteen years ago when there 
were over three hnndred vessels hailing from New Bed- 
ford. Give the whales thirty years or so, and they '11 be 
back there. We 'U find plenty on the New Zealand grounds 
or off Japan, or some other nice quiet place. We'll have 
a full ship yet, but it may take us three years more." 

The fact that we bad little oil to show did not bother 
me very much. I would have kept on with a contented 
spirit if we had not had any oil. It was not for a few bar- 
rels of oil that I had embarked on this cruise. 

We followed the course of the Battles, not because it 
was ber coarse, but because it was the quickest way to get 
to the Cape. The wind held for some days in the south- 
east, so that we headed a little west of south; then it 
hauled to the westward, and into the northwest, blowing 
hard. That was just what we wanted, and we laid our 
course straight for Cape Town, The northwest wind did 
not stay with us long, but we had made enough soothing to 
be able to hold our coarse when the wind changed to the 
southeast again, which it did very soon. There are few 
gales in this part of the ocean at this season, and we were 
Incky enough not to get any; but for two days we drifted 
■boat in calms and light, variable airs, and there was a 
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€«mat or oeeao drift to tbe nMtbvud, «Ud wtt n bvk 
•boot a mile an boor while we held oar aoaUierly coone. 

SUrbock told lu tbe story of tbe ihip Janiar iriiile we 
were oa that aoatberlj coiir*e. Our crew w«a nmeb im- 
prcMcd bj tbe story, old aa it wu. Some of tbcm — moat 
of the «4ute men in tbe erew — bad beard it before, but 
many bad not. One by oDe tbey drifted into tbe circle 
about Storbock, drawn by tbe lore of a yarn being apon. 
Tbey did not interrupt bim, aod their faces were seriooa 
as they listened. Peter was one of thoce who bad not beard 
tbe story. 

" Untiny nerer paya," he laid wbai Starbock bad 
falshtd, " does it, mstes? " 

There were some muttered objectioos. 

" No," said Peter again. " It never pays. If a mntfny 
b niceeMful it only means that tbe men never dare show 
thenuelTcs In drilized parts again. If it ii ananccesafnl — 
well, who wants to die in prison ? And, for my part, I 'A 
rather be shot than Iianged. 'T would be interesting, now, 
to know whftt became of the men who weren't taken. 
They may hare made some island in the South Seas, and 
have lived La some bodily comfort for two or three years. 
But 't Is much more likely that they found themsalres on 
tbe beach at one port after another, and could n't ship In 
anything, eren if they got the chance, without fear in their 
hearts. Probably tbey died In jail, after all, or had their 
throats cut by Chinese or Malay pirates. You don't hap- 
pen to know, Starbnck? " 

Starbuck shook his head. 

" If a man Is unlucky enough to find bioiself in a ship 
where there *s hard usage," Peter went on, " tbe best 
thing be can do is to put up with it until he gets ashore 
again. Then he can make a call on the American consul. 
Eren life in a South Sea island gets tedious after a while. 
A saitorman gets tired of lying on a mat and having hia 
breadfruit and yams and chickens and coconuts brought 
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to him. If be 'a got the spirit of the lailor he can't stand 
that very long, even if Uiey don't make their kings cat 
their throats in pnblic every twelve years, which used to 
be the vile custom in Malabar. There was a shipmate of 
mine, thirty years back, that deserted somewhere in the 
South Seas, and got to one o' these islands, and got to be 
king of it. He was glad to get away after two years of it 
— had to tneak out." 

There was clamor for the yam. Just as Peter had 
cleared his throat, and was about to bc^in it, hii watch 
was called. 

" Aye, aye, sir," he said. Then he turned to the others 
with a twinkle In his eye. "You see. Hard nsage, I call 
it, to give a man no chance to spin a good yam. Down- 
right oppression, that 's what it is." 

I never heard that yam of Peter'o, 



CHAPTER XXII 

Tim day before we got into Cape Town I wrote a abort 
letter home, and enclosed my jonmal. We came to in 
Table Bay the next morning, with the mau of Table 
Monntain looming to the eastward, and Devil's Peak and 
the Lion's Head and Signal Hill enclosing the town. The 
crew had liberty ashore, in relays, and the first boatload of 
liberty men were off within an hour. I do not know bow 
the men spent their precious liberty. 

We laid in a stock of fresh provisions, and got off our 
mail, and found some mail for the ship, bat there was 
nothing for me. The captain attended to some other bus- 
iness, but I do not know what. He did not ship a man to 
take the vacant place, and we had two vacant places 
when we left in the afternoon of the second day, for a 
green hand, a Portuguese named Silvia from Mr. Macy'a 
boat, turned up missing. Mr. Tilton made a brief search 
for him, but did not fiiul him, and we coold not wait. 
Most of the other men were rounded up drunk, or jiut 
recovering from that happy state, and really not respon- 
sible. 

Mr. Snow, otir fourth mate since the promotions after 
Mr. Wallet's defection, a nervous, irascible little man, be- 
came very much enraged at one of the men from his own 
boat. The man's name was Silver — perhaps unfortu- 
nately resembling Silvia, the name of the man who was 
missing. He was a green hand too, if a man is still green 
after eight months at sea. Mr. Snow addressed a sarcastic 
remark to Silver — or Silva — bearing upon that resem- 
blance of names, and Silver, as might have been expected, 
answered him in a surly manner, calling him a fussy little 
busybody, or less agreeable words to the same effect. Of 
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conne it wu do fault of Silver's tluit bii name was like 
Silvia's, or that Silvia was not to be found, but he would 
not have answered Mr. Snow as he did if he had been 
feeling like himself, or if he had beeo to sea long enough 
to know the anwisdom of it. 

Mr. Snow hesitated and sputtered and got red in the 
face, but said nothing after all, and fumed off afL The 
rest of the men rather expected that Silver might be pot 
in irons, bnt nothing came of the matter then, except that 
Silver had the permanent ill-will of hts boatheader. That 
is not a state of affairs generally cultivated. 

We stood around the Cape, keeping well out to sea to 
•void the current which sets to the southwest and west 
along the shore of the African continent and for about a 
hundred and fifty miles from it, more or less. The surface 
currents all through the Indian Ocean are strong and 
tricky. Off Durban or Port Natal the current nms south- 
westerly at very nearly three or four knots at this season, 
and it was worth while not to get into it, especially for a 
ship like the Clearchus, which could not be depended upon 
to sail faster than five or six knots. By keeping a couple 
of hundred miles to the southward we got into the easterly 
drift and the west wind, and we held that course to about 
89* east longitude, gradually taming to the north for the 
Moaambique Channel. 

The mastheads were kept manned all this time, bnt It 
was hardly expected that we would sight any whales, and 
I suspect that there wu little desire to see any. The wind 
held generally strong from the westward until we were 
on onr way north. We sighted the southwest coast of Mad- 
agascar, but it got no nearer than a low-lying purple lin^ 
and we swung away to the northwest until we sunk it. 

Madagascar is nearly a thousand miles long, and from 
three to five hundred miles from the coast of Africa, the 
narrowest part of the Moaambique Channel, opposite Mo- 
i, being about two hundred and sixty miles broad. 
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We were therefore well out of sight of land «liiio>t all 

the time that we cmiscd in thorc waters. Although tba 
wind was sontberly — the southeast trades — and hy all 
the mles we shonld hare mn directly through the CbaD- 
nel and beat slowly back again, we did not do so, bnt 
steered a aigsag course, wearing ship as we approached 
either side of the ChonneL The captain was so certain of 
seeing whales there that he did not want to miss the first 
chance, and that chance was as likelj to OMne wie way M 
another. 

The chance came when we had been in the Channel fonr 
days and were on the second leg of our aigaag. I was 
bnsy in the cabin, but I heard the faint masical cry, " Ah 
— bl-o-ows ! " I dropped everything, and ran on deck. 
It was early, breakfast bdng just over. There th^ were 
to the east of us, three beautifol plumes rising to- 
gether, shining in the son, drifting for a moment, and dis- 
■olring gradually Into nothing. We manouvred for po- 
sition — If it is proper to speak of anything as clumsy as 
the Clearchns as manteuvring — and waited for the 
whales to sound. They took their time about it, at which 
I did not wonder. It was very pleasant at the surface ia 
the sun, and they lay lasily at their length, spouting now 
and then. We got to windward of them, and as near as 
the captain thought was safe — a gallied whale ia hard to 
get Still they did not go down, and we lowered fonr boats ; 
all bnt Mr, Macy's. The boats were put into the water 
carefully, so as not to make a spla^ that the whales 
would hear, they cast off In silence, and the men took to 
their paddles. I coonted as a man, for I was at what was 
getting to be my usual place in Mr. Brown's boat. 

We were next to Mr. Snow in the circle in which the 
boats were spreading, and a little ahead of him. I did not 
look at Mr. Snow, for my eyes were otherwise occupied. 
I was aware of him, however, and knew that he was al- 
ternately looking briefly at the whales and glaring mal- 
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erolentlr at the bock of SilTcr, vbo loired tab oar. SIItct, 
although he wielded his paddle indtutrioiul;, wu aware 
of it too, and it made him DerTOiu, so that he became awk- 
ward. Hr. Snow had pnt in hia time alnce lesring Cape 
Town largely in gaaing malerolently at Silver. He waa ■ 
little thondei^ood, threatening always, but doing no 
damage, except to haze Silver — haae meaning to punish 
hy hard work, onncceSBary moally, and as hard as possible 
— whenerer he had the chance, l^a attitude had resulted 
In hii becoming overbearing to the rest of his crew, and 
he was fast getting to be the most nnpopnlar officer on the 
flhip. Silver was not a little frightened, for he did not 
know what he might have said or done to Mr. Snow. He 
bad been in a condition of irresponsibility at the time, and 
he could not remember. I had overheard him asking one 
man after another what it waa, but they were in no better 
case for remembering, and could give him no comfort. 

Silver now became so awkward with his paddle that he 
missed the water altogether — caught a crab — and fell 
forward on his knees, striking the oars and making a tre- 
mendous rattling and rambling. We were not far from 
the whales, and no respectable whale could avoid bearing 
that noise of wood on wood, like beating a great tom-tom. 
They cocked up their ears for an Instant, but the oars were 
BtHl rolling about. Silver frantically grabbing at them, 
and the whales simultaneously raised their flukes high, 
and went down. Mr. Baker, on the other side of Mr. Snow, 
launched a string of curses at Mr. Snow's boat for his 
carelessness, for he had been on the point of signalling 
Starbnck to stand up, he was so near his whale. Mr. Snow, 
In turn, cursed Silver up and down. It was rather start- 
ling to hear such a flow of language from such a man. 
Mr. Snow, just to see him in his nsual state, made you 
think of a Sunday-School teacher, 

Mr. Brown looked up wearily. I knew him well enough 
to be sore that he was thinking that cursing would not 
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get tbem onjnvhere. Mr. Snow appeared to be of tlie same 
opinion, for he stopped his coriing abruptly. We lay on 
our oars, which we had taken as soon as Silvei caught hia 
crab, and waited for the whales. 

We were near the middle of the arc, which was not very 
wide, not above an eighth of a mile for the four boata, for 
the whalea had been bunched. We lay atill, hut the outer 
boats polled hard to make the arc wider. In abont twenty 
minutes the whales came np, jnat beyond the outermost 
boat to the westward. That happened to be Mr. Tilton'a. 
Then came our own, then Mr. Snow's, and Mr. Baker on 
the eastward end. Mr. Tilton was an experienced whale- 
man, and he felt sure enough that we should not get anj 
of those whales, for he saw that they were gallied just 
enough to be very wary, and not to lose track of the boatc 
for a second. There was a chance, however, and he took 
it, as he was in duty bound to do. He could not get near 
enoogfa to dart, and the whales went under again, not 
deep, bat swimming under water. They came up at the 
opposite end of the line, and Mr. Baker thought that he 
bad a chance, but he did not bav^ any better success than 
Mr. Tilton. Then the whales rose again between as and 
Mr. Snow. We pulled hard for them, but they easily got 
throngh to windward, lay there and waited for us. 

Those three whales seemed to enjoy the sport. They 
bad OS where they wanted ns, to leeward of them, and 
they gave ns the hardest kind of work for fonr hours. Wo 
were in the region of the southeast trades, which drew Id 
from the southward, and there was a combing sea, hard 
to poll against. We all knew that the whales had all the 
best of It, but they would bring to just out of reach, tan- 
talising OS, egging ns on with the thonght that this time 
we bad them; but before any boat had got near enough to 
dart, they would tip flakes or settle out of reach, only to 
come up again just near enough to tempt as afresh. I 
have no doabt It was fun for the whales, but it was n« 
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fun for the men. My mtucles and my hands vere sore and 
aching when we were signalled from the ship to give it up 
and come aboard. Mr. Baker did not want to give it ap 
even then. He was fighting mad — it did not take very 
much to make Mr. Baker fighting mad, and the thought 
that three common, ordinary whales could have fun with 
him was almost too much. I think that be would bare 
liked to m«ke mince-meat of them. Fortunately, the ship 
was well to leeward, and we sailed back. Those three 
whales followed ns back almost to the ship. They seemed 
to feel hurt because we would not play any longer. I had, 
and I itJll have, a great admira,tion for those whales. 
There was no malice In them, and they had only been in- 
dulging in a game of tag. I was glad to think that we had 
left them unhurt in their element, instead of drifting car- 
casses to be stripped bare by birds and sharks. 

We saw several whales OD our way up the Channel, but 
they were wild, and we got none of them. We did not 
even get fast, but hod a good many hours of heartbreaking 
pulling. Opposite Mozambique, about a hundred miles 
offshore, more or less, the Prince got an iron into one, 
bnt it drew, and the whale got away. I overheard Captain 
Nelson talking to Mr. Baker, one day, about the wUdness 
of the whales. He seemed to think It evidence that they 
had been chased a good deal, and to be inclined to abandon 
the Channel at once, and keep right on to the northward 
to the Seychelles. Mr. Baker did not combat the captain's 
opinion openly, but he was so obviously disappointed and 
so confident that we shouhl do better on the return trip 
through the Channel that the captain did not insist upon 
It. We had seen no whalers. 

I had been having my lessons — my hours with Mr. 
Brown — pretty regularly, right along. When we had to 
chase, or had a whale alongside, of course we bad to give 
it up, but we had not been interrupted by cuttlng-in and 
trying-out for about two months. I hod added the Btadj 
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of geogr a phy to tiie cnrricalimi. I wmnted to (now more 
abont the regioiu which we Tinted, and altbongfa there 
Tas nniAlly nothing to be leen but a rsst expanse of 
ocean, I knew that there was some land near, and the 
fact waa a atimnloa to the acquisition of knowledge abont 
it, whatever it was. There waa not a geography on the 
ahip, bnt it waa no loss worth mentioning. I got what I 
coidd from the maps and charta we had, and Mr. Brown 
Kipplied the rest, for he highly approved the broadening 
of the cnrricaliim, although it gave bim more work. Al- 
ready I conld almost pnt my finger on some isloada whidl 
I had never heard of at school, and Manritioa and Re- 
union were as definite as Nashawena and Cntfyhonk. I 
had Been Basamta from a distance, although my geogra- 
phy aothority at school — a gentle, modest girl, who 
probably had very little more definite ideas on the anb- 
ject than I had — had never heard of so^ an island. 
Almost every wbaUng captain knew it pretty well, for it 
was a place to get wood. It was a different thing octoallj 
to see the low-lying coast of Africa, aoath of Moaam- 
biqne, or the bold ahorea north of it, with a gllmpae of 
the high taUe-tand behind, from iriiat it was to read 
vaguely about them all, qmetly seated at my desk In 
North Street. I knew the general shape of Madagascar, 
and thou^t of it as a good enough island of moderate siae, 
with the Mozambique Channel perhaps thirty miles wide. 
It came to me with somewhat of a shock to find that the 
Channel was five times as wide as from New Bedford to 
' Nantucket, and that Madagascar was about as long as 
from New Bedford to Chicago. Chicago was less impor- 
tant in 1878 than it is now, and ft waa less than a year 
since Mrs. Kelly's cow had kicked over the lamp, the bea- 
con that led to greatness. 

On our beat south through the Channel, we had better 
lock. We had many unsuccessful chases, bnt we got three 
whales ranging from sixty to seventy barrels ca<^ There 
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t In it: about u moch u there wonld 
have been in slangfateiing three mild-ejred cow<. That 
waa jnat what it was, aimple slang^ter. Bnt we had our 
excitement before we got oat of the Chsnnel. 

It waa as we were getting to the aoDtheni month of the 
ChanneL I remember that we were not far from Baea' 
rata Iilttnd, for Peter bad jiut been pointing ont to me 
the place where it waa. He said that be could see it, bat 
I eould Bot. He looked awsj for a moment, and was giv- 
ing rae aome fnTther informatian, when be saw the spont. 
At the Instant the cry came down from the masthead. It 
waa a lone spout, the spont of a lone whale, so far as we 
oonld see. 

We lowered two boats for him, Mr. Brown's and Mr. 
Macj's. Largely by good lock Mr. Macy got to the whale 
first, and Hall sank his two Irons in him. It was a good 
strike, and the irons were sunk to the hafts. The whale 
showed ngly right away. He went down a little, and ran 
under water, taking out nearly two tubs of lioe. They had 
just managed to snub the line somewhat, and were begin- 
ning their ride after him, with the line still smoking 
sroond the loggerhead, when saddenly he stopped, tamed 
qnktiy, and came badi at them. He came at full speed, 
bead out, his jaw hanging down at nearly a right angle, 
meaning mischief with it. Mr. Macy saw it, of conrse, and 
•o did HaU. Hall tried to lay the boat around with the 
steering oar, out of the coarse of the whale, but the great 
length of line hanging over the bow was almost like an 
anchor. The men were heaving It in as fast as they could. 
Macy ordered them to their oars, and with oars and steer- 
ing oar together Hall jnst managed to get them partly 
oat of the way of the whale. He tamed half over, and 
struck the boat a glancing blow with his jaw, however, 
store a couple of plonks, and rolled her over. We saw her 
rise — she did not really leave the water — and come 
down bottom side np. While she was coming down we 
heard the crash of the splintering planks. 
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Mott of the nen had jamped ont jnst before the wbala 
■tnick them, and one or two hod been thrown ont, bnt we 
could not be sore, from where we were, whether all were 
accounted for or not. We polled hard for them, and when 
we had come ap Mr. Brown counted heads. 

" Where 'a Macy ? " he asked sharply. 

Before anybody could answer Mr. Macy's head popped 
np, beside the overtomed boat. The boat bad come down 
over him, and he had dived out. The men were grabbing 
oars and pieces of plank — anything that would keep them 
afloat — and were swimming away from the wredc as fast 
«• they could. Mr. Brown law that they all bad some- 
thing to hang on to, and that another boat had been loir- 
ered from the ship, and was coming np fast. 

" You 're aU right," be said. " Hold on, and 1 11 try to 
coax him away." 

Macy laughed. " Yon 're welcome to it," he said. 

The whale bad been lying a short distance away, 
thrashing his flukes about truculently, and moving from 
side to side. In the course of his movements he caught 
light of the wrecked boat, and it seemed to excite his rage 
afresh. He at once came down for it, his jaw down, and 
struck at it with his jaw; but he did but little damage, 
only smashing another plsnk, as the boat rolled away. 
The men were swimming away as fast as they conld. The 
whale came to a short distance from the wreck, tnmrd^ 
and again came down vidonsly. 

He had not seen oar boat, although it was in {Jain 
sight; at any rate, he had taken no notice of it Perhaps 
his mind was so occupied with the immediate object of 
his wrath that it bad no room for anything else. Before 
he reached the wrecked boat, we struck, the Prince dart^ 
ing both irons, one after the other, with great rapidity, and 
with all his strength. They almost disappeared in his 
body, just behind his side fin. This distracted his atten- 
tion from the wreck completely. He was clearly astoi^ 



AN UGLY WHALE 417 

ialted, kdA striking tbe water two tremendoiu blow* with 
his flakes, sod drenching tttxjbodj in the boat, he put 
awaj to windward at a great pace. 

He went so fast, and made so much pla^ with his 
flnkes, that we could not haul alongside. He seemed to be 
rolling a little as he swam, and the play of the flakes cov- 
ered the course the boat would have to take. There was 
nothing to do but the best we could. We hanled up with 
great difficulty just astern of the great flukes, and Mr. 
Brown tried pitch-poling the boat spade into his small, to 
cut the fluke tendons. This was a difficult matter, in a 
rolling, jumping boat, and in three trials Mr. Brown suc- 
ceeded only in wounding tbe flukes, which served to in- 
crease the speed. We simply had to haul up close, and we 
did it somehow, the Prince keeping ns clear of the flnkes 
by great exertion at the steering oar. I do not see how be 
did It, and I did not see at the time, for my back was 
toward him, and I was putting my whole heart into heav- 
ing, to gain a few inches at a time. I very nearly pat the 
flesh of my hands into it, too. By the time the flukes were 
astern of us, I felt as if all my fingers had been stripped 
to the bone; as if they were In the same condition they 
were In the day Jimmy and I got John Appleby's boat 
■ground on Fort Phoenix shoal. 

The line now broke the pin in the chocks, I suppose at 
a leap of the boat and a heave on the steering oar, and 
jumped out of the chocks. It brought up on the Idcking- 
strap, pnlling over the port bow at a slight angle with the 
boat, which kept clear automatically. A few inches of 
clear water showed between the boat and the body of the 
running whale, whose speed had not slackened in the least. 
I remember that tbe wave from the boat and that from 
the whale, meeting at such close quarters, resulted in a 
nearly vertical sheet of water, which came iteadUy over 
the side, making a nearly continuoos cataract down my 
back until I moved over. 
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Mr. Brown looked aroimd apprehenslTelf; bat aediig 
that the boat waa all right, and that the arrangemeiit 
ironid give him an excellent chance to lance, he ordered 
Kane to take the line and heave a little. That mmld put 
him where he wanted to be. Kane, the bow oar, took tb3 
line all right, but was nnable to heave na any farther tor- 
ward, and I took hold. Together, we heaved the boat np 
before any of the others coold get hold. Once there, my 
only idea was to hold us there, close to that whale. Be- 
fore the Prince had a chance to take in tbe alack of the 
line and hold aroond the loggerhead, ont of tbe depths of 
tny ignorance and thoughtlessness, I did it I might hare 
known better if I had stopped to think, bnt I might not> 
and there was no time to stop and think. I took a couple 
of toma with the alack around the thwart, and pulled the 
bight of the line through. It was a slipknot, and could be 
released by a yank upon the line held In my band. 

We were now holding onr position close to the iron* — 
natnrally enough — and Mr. Brown seemed to be pleased. 
He was unaware of my device. He lanced the whale ag^n 
and again, but was nnable to reach the life. The whale 
was spouting thin blood, hut did not seem to be much dis- 
tresBol ; not aa much as we were, for the boat was taking 
over the side a plentiful spray, and the bloody vapor oi 
bis spout enveloped us. It was like an acid. 

Suddenly he turned — so quickly that the boat ran 
plump into him, and a little way upon his body, so close 
to the irons that I could have reached them by leaning out 
a little. Mr. Brown seised his opportunity, luid drove his 
lance twice into the life. 

" Slack yonr line, quick," he said, " and stern all ] " 

Then he looked around, and saw my knot, of which I 
had been so proud. I was yanking desperately at the line 
to release the knot, bnt it would not come. I was not 
strong enough, it seemed. 

Mr. Brown's face expressed the most utter disgust. He 
said nothing, but seised the hatchet to cut 
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It wu not neceuary, for Kane hod seen my trouble, 
had spniDg and grabbed the line with me. We yanked to- 
gether, and the knot came loose with a noise like on ex- 
plosion. Never in vaj life have I felt more relief than I 
felt at that sonnd. We backed off instantly, and the flukes 
came down on the water, just missing the boat. I did not 
mind it, and was really not aware of it. I did not mind 
anything now that tbat confounded Icnot was loose. 

The whole was going into his flurry, but we got well 
clear of him. In ten or fifteen minutes more he lay fin 
out. Tbe ship was hull down to leeward. 

That eveidng, after we had towed the whale to the ship, 
and had made it fast alongside, Mr. Brown foond me and 
gsTc me a serious overhauling. It was not long, and it woj 
kindly, but I never forgot it Tbe gist of it was that • 
whale line should KEvxa b« aude fatU 
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Whkk we had the trying-out finished — the whale made 
aboot sixty-three barrels — we were ttot far from Baaa- 
mta Island, and the captain tbon^t it a good chance to 
lay in some wood. Two boats were sent ashore, the men 
taldng axes, while the Clearchiu lay near, and the rest of 
the crew were busy with their cleaning and acmbbing. I 
was sent ashore with the boats. The island, or at any 
rate the part of It which we saw, was unlnhalrited, and 
was covered with a dense jungle of woods and rines and 
creepers. There was an abundance of wood, bnt it was 
rather hard to get, and we wtfe tiiere for two days, the 
boats taking off the wood as fast as we got it cut. The 
second day I got lost in the jouf^e, and I might be there 
yet If it had not been for Peter. 

There were a good many anakea in tlie jong^e, the 
cobt» among them, I did not know much about nakes, did 
not recogniae tbe cobra, and did not appreciate its qoal- 
i^. I had become separated from the others in my pnr- 
soit of trees which I could tackle alone, and which woald 
be of any ralue as fueL When at last I looked up, I 
realised that I was lost I had stepped so thoroug^y 
around the tree that my trail in had become obliterated, 
and I conld not tell which way to go. I tried several ways, 
but th<7 all ended in a tangle of vegetation, and I began 
to get really seared, but I did not like to yell. I stopped 
and looked about me, and I saw a snake crawling sln^ 
gishly away. 

My only experience with snakes bad been with these lit- 
tle green or mottled-brown grass sziakes, about two feet 
long or less, or with adders, and a couple of Irig black- 
•naltes. The blacksnakes I let alone, but I was a 
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to catch the grata makes and treat tbem as pets. I had a 
box in our bade 3rsrd, corercd with wire netting, in which 
I pat tbem, and kept them nnti) mj mother made too 
streaoou objection to the practice. Then, although I 
oonld not understand why she shonld object so strongly, 
I bowed to the ineritable. The; were pretty things, and 
quite harmless; even Dsefnl, but she neither knew nor 
cared about that. So, when I saw that snake in the jungle, 
instead of letting him go peaceably, as anybody else 
wtMild hare done, and glad that he was going, I leaped 
after him. It waa not so reiy Ug, perhaps three or fou 
feet long. 

The snake hnrried when I jumped, bat I kept on, and 
it stopped and faced me, rearing its head erect, some dis- 
tance from the groand. Its hood puffed out, and its head 
wared slowly from side to side. I began to be scared then, 
and baded away. There was a slight morement in the 
Tinea and bnabes back of the snake, they parted silently, 
and I saw Peter looking at me. I did not speak, bat 
pointed at the snake. Peter did not delay. His axe fell 
i^on the snake, and cat it cleanly in two parts. 

" Come, lad," said Peter. " We missed yon, and nobody 
knew which way you 'd grate. They 're aboot done." 

I remonstrated. " But, Peter, my tree." And I pointed 
at the fallen monarch of the forest, which was about rix 
inches thioogh at tlie butt, and twenty-fire feet long. 

Peter smihsd. " Aye, lad, I heard H fall. It was by that 
I found yon. Maybe we '11 get it, and maybe not. I think 
they 're ready to put off to the ship and are waiting for 

So I followed him, leaving my precious tree, and leav- 
ing the pieces of the snake still writhing about on the 
groand. According to all my lore, they would continue to 
writhe nntit sonset, which was not far off. I determined 
to add to my curriculum a brief course upon snakes. I felt 
tore that the course would meet Mr. Brown's approral^ 
and that he waa qualified to glre it. 
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We made sail on the Clearchna, and stood for Um 
Bouthem end of Madagascar; rounded it, and stood north- 
erly. There was rather a strong current against os, but 
the wind held strong from the east and southeast, and we 
made nearly four knots in spite of the current. Peter was 
occupied with the store boat He had little help, but he 
did not want any. There was a fascination in watching 
his deliberate mOTCDtenta, every one of which was to the 
certain end; the same kind of fascination which I oscd to 
feel in watching Oman, a cabinet-maker, at work. Oman 
seemed slow, and his manner of woricing wonld not hare 
been approved by a modem efficiency expert, but he knew 
his trade from top to bottom, and was a master workman. 
He lored his work, as any master workman must. Not 
one of his deliberate movements was wasted, and the 
beautiful end was reached with surprising ease and 
quickness; and what an end it was I Peter was no cabin^ 
maker, but his method of working was the same. 

When we had made about half the length of Madagas- 
car without even raising a spout, we fell in with another 
New Bedford whaler, the AptJIo, and Captain Ndson 
went aboard of her for a gam with Captain Hendrickson. 
I did not go. They gammed from early morning to late 
in the afternoon, and then I saw Captain Nelson's boat 
coming haA. The mate of the Apollo, who had been vis- 
iting OS, hurried away with his men. As far as I conld 
gather from what I orerfaeard, the master of the ApoUo 
had not communicated anything of value. She was a fall 
ship, however, on her way home, and the old man — C^>- 
tain Ndson ' — felt sure that she had found aome new 
cruising ground, either in the Indian Ocean or in the Pa- 
cific, he tbouf^t more likely the Indian Ocean. He had 
spent the day in detective work, trying to find some eloe 
to its location, bat without result. Whaling captains, vbea 
they have happened npon a new fidd, guard the secret as 
carefully as they can, but it leaks out in a year or two. 
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Vo doobt Captain Hendrickaon wu IsDghing at him at 
that moment. He said this, standing on deck, looking back 
at the Apollo sinking into the sea behind us. She was hull 
down already, enveloped in a purple haze, for the sun was 
near its setting. The captain stood for some time silently 
gasing, until the old-fashioned square topsails of the 
Apollo irere lost in the base. Then be turned, smiling, to 
go below. 

" I '11 find it, by Godfrey," be muttered to himself, " if 
I hare to comb these seas with a fine-toothed comb." 

Two days later we raised a spout nearly in sight of 
Tamatare. Tamatare is on the east coast of Madagascar, 
in about 18' south latitude. It was a calm morning, and the 
whale was about three miles off. He was lying lazily on 
the surface, and we watched him for an hour and a half, 
waiting for him to go down. At last he decided to go. His 
finkcs went straight up into the air, and be went down in 
a very leisurely manner, as if It was almost too much 
trouble to eat. It was as if he sighed and said, " Well, 
here goes. I suppose I must get to work." That was the 
way I felt on that morning, and I had no doubt the whale 
felt much the same. Why should n't whales feel so? 

We lowered two boats, and pulled to the spot. There 
was a gentle little breese, and both boats put np their 
•aila and sailed to and fro, waiting for him to come up. 
I was enjoying myself thoroughly, and did not care if 
be never came up. Indeed, we began to think he never 
would. It got to be an hour since he had gone down, and 
there was no sign of him. Then an hour and five minutes, 
and we lowered the sail and unstepped the mast. This 
was hardly done when he appeared silently, an eighth of 
a mile away, heading toward us. We were in an excellent 
situation, for as be was coming on, and could not see us, 
there was nothing for ns to do but wait for him. 

He conflnned to forge ahead slowly, Mr. Baker's boat, 
half ft mile or more astem of him, pulling up as bard as the 
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men coald pnll. The wlmle was to windward of as, and 
we could hear his spout plainly, loud and hoarse and 
deep-toned. It sounded like the exhaust of the Mono- 
hanset, the boat that ran between New Bedford and the 
Vineyard. We waited, our oars out, and still he came on 
blindly, steering a somewhat ligcag course, to enlarge Us 
field of vision, and stopping now and then, with his head 
ont of water, to listen. 

He was pret^ near vs now, and the Prince was getting 
excited and impatient He signalled Mr. Brown with his 
lips moving silently, to have the men pull ■ few strides 
to lay ns on, hot Mr. Brown shook his bead. Again Ote 
whale heaved his head out, almost within darting distance. 

" Now, pnll I A good stroke! " 

We pulled with all our might. It was only about 
thirty feet that we bad to go. We ranged alongside of his 
bead, and he was very plainly trying to make out what 
the noise was, and where it came from. The moment we 
came within his field of sight he began to settle. There 
was no other possible escape; but he was not quick 
enough, and the Prince planted one iron deep in his 
■boulder, just above his fin. The wliale bad settled too 
deep for the second iron, which did not bite at alL By 
the time both irons had been let go we were backing off. 

That whale immediately lost all signs of leisureliness 
and lasiness, and went down so fast that it was all we 
could do to keep the line whipping clear ont of the tub. 
The end of that tub was approaching rapidly, and the 
other tub was bent on as fast as a man could work. Still 
there was no sign of slackening in the speed of sounding, 
and the end of the second tub, too, was not far off. 

" The drug ! " was the cry. " Drug, there ! Hurry I " 

The drug, or drag, was hastily passed. Our drags were 
of two pieces of plank, crossed, and bolted securely to- 
gether, with a loop of whale line through the centre. On 
the opposite aide from the loop a strong, stubby staff pro- 
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jeeted sboot » loot. It was meant that a piece of canTOt 
■bould be faotened to the staff. The canvas might samre 
dragging through the irater, and Tould moke the drag 
more coiupicnotia on the surface; bnt there was none on 
our drags that da;. There seldom was any. 

The end of Uie line in a tab is always exposed for just 
such oocasioas, and oni second tub of line was hastily 
bent on to the loop of the drag, and the drag held dear, 
ready to go overboard. This was scarcely done when the 
last coil of line snapped ont of the tnb, and the drug 
made a bee line for the bottom of the sea. We lay there 
helpless, without a foot of whale line in the boat, and oar 
whale — nobody knew where he was exactly, but some- 
where under us, from one to two hundred fathoms deep. 
A line will follow all the windings of its course under 
water, rery nearly, and the whale might have turned at 
some depth, and the line stUl go straight down. 

That must have been just what this whale did, as it 
tamed oat, for he rose soon after, about a quarter of a 
mile away, and made off just a little faster than the boats 
coold go, although we tried hard. The drug appeared 
some minutes after the whale had shown himself, and 
went skittering off after him, jumping from sea to sea, 
or from one side to the other, tantalisingly near. Both 
boats followed it. It did not go very much faster than we 
did, palling our hearts out for on hour dead to wind- 
ward ; bat it gained on us very slowly, and we gave it up 
at last, and lay on our oars, while we watched that drug 
flash in the sun, farther and farther away. It flashed its 
last, and we tamed and pulled back to the ship, leaving 
the whale in possession of two good harpoons, almost two 
hundred fathoms of nearly new whale line, and a per- 
fectly good drug, a work of art. I hoped he would enjoy 
their use. We never heard anything more of any of them. 
Possibly, even now, there is a whale, fairly old, swim- 
ming the seas somewhere, with on old rus^ harpooo en- 
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cyated in his gfaonlijer, the remaini of a frayed oM line 
trailing from it, fringed with green or brown trailing 
weed along ita whole length, encrnsted with bonutclea, 
and olive with little crabs and lea-horaes. I am confident 
that he has never been token. 

After our exploit with that whale we cruised to the 
eostword to the north of MouritiiH, but did not roiie a 
spout. Captain Nelson seemed to bore mode np his mind 
tiiot there were no more whales to be fonnd in those 
wotera, for he stood away to the northwest, for the north- 
em end of Modogascor. We possed within sight of it> but 
did not stop. 

There wos o good deol of speculation among the crew M 
to where we were going, for although the mastheoda were 
kept manned, the routine of cruising grounds wos oban- 
doned, and the Cleorchua was under a press of sail for a 
whaler. The men insisted that she wos bound for some 
definite port on the east coost, and when we had passed 
Madagoscar, and the course wos changed by a pcdnt or 
80, many of them said that it was Zanaibar. In the fore* 
castle they had long disputes upon the motter, and I lis- 
tened, but took no port in them. I wos often there. 

My own position on the ship was somewhat nnusual. I 
was still cabin boy, but I was one of Mr. Brown's crew 
too, and had been for some months, I had grown nearly a 
foot in the past year, wos o great, overgrown slxteen- 
yeoivold boy, with more muscle than I knew how to man- 
age. I must have been a raw, red, awkward chop, but for- 
tunately for me I did not know it. In virtue of my place 
in the boot I hod acknowledged right in the forecastle, 
and I availed myself of it as often as I could. I loved to 
be there, sitting on the deck, perhaps, under the flaring 
tin lamp, or on a seo-cbest which stood in o dork comer, 
and listening to the tolk of the men. Thot talk, I sup- 
pose, was not edifying, but I did not join In it, and I 
heard there mony yams of whales and whaling, to which 
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I, listened vlth open tan and open month — uid open 
noae. The smells of that forecastle ! 

J fonnd out where we were probably boond by the sim- 
ple expedient of locJcing on the chart. I had been rather 
□eglecUng my privileges in that respect The course which 
was being pricked there led straight to ZaDiib«r or very 
near it, although there waj no certainty that the course 
might not be changed. There was no other port of any 
conaeqaence but Zan>ibar. There was elation among most 
of the old sailors when I told them of It, but Peter shook 
his head doubtfully. 

" Zansibar," he said thoughtfully. " I know it well 
enough. It's full of wickedness, and that of no white 
man's sort. Sodom and Gomorrah were nothing to it" 

Three days later we dropped our anchor in the harbor 
of Zansibar. 
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I nooD at the rail, gailng at the harbor and the town. 
iij ejca were half doaed, 1117 chin rested on 107 handa, 
which doaped the raU, and I wai loat in a dream of the 
Eaat. Small boats plied the near waters, the boatmen cry- 
ing oat shrilly now and then, but my ears were deaf to 
their cries. The spacions harbor lay before me, with many 
veaselfl of all kinds and nationalities lying at anchor, from 
large steamers flying the British flag to Arab dhows. Life 
was there. I did not see the filth washing to and fro along 
the shore, I saw only the boats lying thickly there en- 
veloped in golden light, their soils of all colors swinging 
lasily. I did not see the narrow, dirty streets, swarming 
with the life of all Asia and Africa; I saw only the mass 
of light and shadow, the white walls of honses showing 
pink in the light of the setting sun, the mosqnes, the forts, 
the palace of the Sultan; and, to the left of it as I stood, 
what appeared to be a ship, standing out clearly. 

Peter's Tolce broke In upon my dream. He had come np 
silently, and was at my shoulder. 

" It 's a pretty town, lad," he said, " from this distance. 
It looks nice — but it ain't." 

I said nothing for a little while. " What do they do here, 
Peter P" I asked then. 

"Dot In Zanslbar? Most everything that they do in 
such a port. They '11 stick you in the back If yon don't 
keep your eyes open. But they nm to cWea, mostly." 

" Cloves !" 

" Aye, lad, cloves. They may not do so much as they did 
in that line, lor they had a hurricane here last year, and 
lost most of the trees — or bushes, or whatever they ar« 
that bear 'cm. It was a terror, that hurricane. I 'v« just 
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heard of It. But 70a can smell tdores if 70a take a good 
anjff. When we go ashore to-morraw we can see some of 
their storehonsea, mebbe. If 700 want to. For mTself, I 'm 
not mnch interested in dores." 

I was not greatly interested in clores, either. When the 
boat took us ashore the next morning, Peter and me, and 
a crowd of liber^ men, I saw the £lth at the harbor's 
edge, and the crooked, dirt; streets, hardly wide axxigfa 
to be called alleys; and orowds of Hindas, Malays, 
Chinamen, negroes, and half-castes, with an Arab or s 
white man here and there — very few whites. I lost what 
little interest I had felt in cloves. 

The other men went up one of the streets arm In arm, 
as many abreast as the street wonld hold, with a second 
rank behind. Peter stood looking after them nntU they 
had disappeared aroood a comer. 

" I wonder," he said reflectively, " how they II come 
back." Then he turned to me. " Wdl, lad, up anchor." 

We wandered about the town all day; toward the pal' 
•ce, to get a nearer view of the stone ship, which is a 
water-tank, or tanks, cnrionsly carved; then back again 
through the narrow streets to the basaars. I wondered 
at the heavy and massive wooden doors, almost black and 
all carved more or less, conspicuous in the white walls of 
the houses. We got hungry, and managed to find some- 
thing to eat: a concoction of rice and varioas other things 
— I don't know what there was in it, hot Peter seemed 
to know it, and spiced it rather highly. Then we loafed 
from shop to shop, looking In at the things for sale, hot 
buying nothing, although I was tempted two or three 
times. Peter restrained me. The shops had open fronts, 
and the proprietor was osoally to be seen sitting fatly 
among the shadows. At last we came to a place where 
the street widened a little. Peter was hot and perspiring. 
So was I. The climate of Zaosibar Is not all that could 
be desired. Peter proposed that we find a shady placo 
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when Umt m>U mBetidng bannleM to drink. He (omtd 
tt, and we sat in a shady comer, serecned from the street, 
and sipped our drinks sloirl;. Mine, I remember, was 
coffee, bat I sfaonld not hare known it for the drink that 
went I7 that naine (m the ship, or eren at home, altbongh 
I was rarely allowed coffee at home. My mother had an 
idea that it was stontinj;. 

A man came ■anotering down the street from Uk direc- 
Uon of the palace. I noticed him particalarly, for there 
was something qneer about him ; the silent, forUve way of 
walking, perhaps. I tbottgfat him a Hindn or a Malay, 
and Peter said that be was from the hills of India. There 
were many hillmen at the palace. The man seemed to be 
talking or mattering to himself, and he stopped in the 
middle of the open place, or sqoare, and the sun beat 
down npon his head as be lotted about him with fierce 
and melancholy eyef. They looked aa if he had been a 
long time'in hell, and saw no chance of getting ont. 

Onr proprietor had settled himself on some cushions, 
and was dosing quietly, bis hands clasped across his fat 
stomach. Something made him open his eyes, and he found 
the melancholy, desperate eyes of the man fixed upon his. 
He cried out in terror, and started np, but he was not 
quick enou^L The man's eyes flamed, he drew from his 
girdle a wicked-looldng Icnife, mode two bounds, and 
plunged the knife into the fat stomach. 

Instantly oil was confusion among the shops. Men, 
women, and children scuttled like hares. By the time the 
man had turned around, the square was utterly deserted 
except for a shopkeeper on the other side, who was hastily 
putting up his shutters, and for a little boy who was 
pounding desperately on a maasire, carved black door, 
be^ng those behind it to let him In. I had just seen the 
door close quietly on the keeper of one of the basaars 
and two women. The man had not noticed Peter and me 
sitting behind onr screen in the darkness. 
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Tbe man leaped acrou the Bqnare, sad settled the 
shopkeeper irbo had been putting np tbe shutters. He 
was seliered of that dirty forerer. The little boy was still 
poonding on the dootf and the Dum turned toward him. 
Tbe boy b^(aa to scream. 

" Here! " Peter growled. " This wcai'l do." He got up 
hastily, npsetting the stand, with cups and glasses. They 
nude a great crashing and ringing. Peter snatched away 
the screen. " Hey you ! Ahoy ! " he yelled. " 'Vast there ! " 

Tbe man's head had turned at the crash. He abandoned 
bis pursuit of tbe little boy, and with a smile of fright- 
(nlsess he laimcfaed himself at Peter. Peter had reached 
in his belt for Us knife, but It was no match at all for the 
Icnife coming for him. I knew it, and I freed myself and 
Sprang out. I should hare done so before, but my mind 
seemed paralysed, and I incapable of morement It was 
like a dream in its effect, and in its quickness. Tbe whole 
thing had not taken half a minute; hardly a quarter. 

Tlte man was almost upon Peter — I had not reached 
Iiiin — when there was a hiss at my ear, a flash in tbe 
sun, a streak of light shot past me, and for an instant Z 
saw the handle of a knife quirering at his throat. It was 
jnst abore the breast bone — a fair bulls-eye — and the 
blade was buried. To this day I remember exactly how 
it looked, quivering rapidly for an instant with the force 
of the blow; an ivory handle, stained and polished with 
much grasping, one point of its curved surface reflecting 
the sunlight in a fierce flidcer, which hurt my eyes. Then 
the man made a lunge at Peter, missed, and fell sprawl- 
ing. 

Peter and I stood still, staring at him. He squirmed a 
litUe. 

" It was well thrown," said Peter thon^tfully; " a'most 
too weU." 

" Did for him," said a voice rig^t behind ns. " Hay am 
well take my knife," 
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The awntr of the Toice stepped forvard, bent, and 
coolly drew the knife from the throat. It irai followed 
hy a guah of blood. He moved his foot qnickly, ao that It 
ihonld not be stained by the blood; theo wiped the blade 
deliberately and carefully on the gaady saah around the 
body on the ground. Then he stood straight again, alip- 
ping the knife into its sheath on his hip. 

" Better fade away, matei," he said. " Follow me, I 
know the town." 

The massive black door waa opening cauUonaly. The 
boy lay i^mu the ground, overcome with fright The 
knife-tbrower moved away silently and swiftly, and 
Peter and I followed him. With twistings and turnings 
and doublings that woold have done credit to the crafti- 
est old fox, we came, at last, to the water-front, and to 
the boat landing. We saw the boat just pntting off from 
the ship. I tnmed to our companion, for I had had do 
chance to see what he was like, and we had been too busy 
to observe anyway; bnt bis back was not prepossessing, 
as be threaded those narrow lanes with swiftness and cer- 
tainty. I saw Peter looking him over too, with his air of 
detachment, and a half smile of amusement on his face. 

The man was a crafty old fox. That was sore. He 
showed no particnlar age, bnt might have been anywhere 
from thirty to fifty. He was of medium height, spare and 
lean and thin, with the leanness of an animal forced to 
forage for a scanty living — a pariah dog, and with Uie 
fnrtive air of such an animaL His face was seamed and 
crossed with lines, probably due to his manner of life 
rather than marking his age in any way. His eyes were a 
light china blue — they looked like pieces of china set 
Into his head. There was absolutely no depth to them, and 
they were as hard as stones. The man might have been 
blind. He made me think of a cat I had known; a large 
striped yellow cat with one blue eye and one yellow one; 
a very still, calculating cat, contemplating the world 



THE ENIF£-TE[ROWEB SSS 

calmly ont of its crnel, painted eyes; a cat absoIutel7 
witbont affection, ready to take any action which prom- 
iied mcceas; a cat without remorse and without shame. 
It may be inferred tbat I do not iilce cats. In general, per- 
haps, I do not; I did not take to this man either. 

It is not unlikely that the man felt what was passing 
in my mJnd, moch as s dog feels snch things. With a dog 
there is no need for acts, or even for a cbange of the ex- 
pression of your face. He feels what Is passing in yaor 
mind; smells it, perhaps. This knife-thrower, who threw 
• knife almost too well to suit Peter's fastidions temper, 
had been looking me over, much as I had been apprais- 
ing him, each of as after his manner. Now he smiled 
faintly and disdainfully — perhaps he had had many 
■nch experiences — and looked away at oar boat. 

" Moch obliged," said Peter. 

The man seemed surprised. "For what?" he asked. 

" The knife," Peter replied. 

*' Oh, that," the man said carelessly. " He would have 
come at me next. I was behind yon, and no place to slip 
away to. J do not like to run from a thing like that, so 
I stopped him." 

" Yon throw s knife weU," sold Peter. 

" I do," said the man with cool and impersonal candor, 
u though he was telling the simple truth — which he un- 
doubtedly was. " Practice, you know, makes perfect. But 
the man was running amok. Anybody could have killed 
him and been thanked for it. I have seen several of them, 
Malays mostly. It seemed wiser to slip away. He was 
from the palace." 

Neither Peter nor I made any reply. 

" Your ship 's a whaler, I take it," the man resumed 
presently. "I spotted you for whalemen. Sperm?" 

Peter nodded. 

" To Australia, Sonda Strait, China Sea, Japan, and 
New Zealand?" 
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" I I'pose ao," laid Peter, " bnt I can't say for certain." 

" I wonder," said the man alowly, " if your vcmcI 
needs another handf Are yon a boatsteerer^ " be asked, 
looking at Peter. 

Peter smiled and shook his head. 

" You ought to be," the man said, " or one of the mates. 
Been to sea all yoor life, hare n't you? " 

" Forty years, and otct." 

" I thought so. Knov a ship from truck to keelson. 
More real seamanship than the rest of the crew pnt to- 
gether. Old nary man and merchant serrke, too, cbi" 

" Yes," said Peter, nwdestly. " Hov did yoo know? " 

" I know the signs." 

"Well," said Peter, "yon might speak to the mate. 
That 's Mr. Baker in charge of that boat — chief mate." 

How Peter could have told so certainly was beyond my 
comprehension; but he had good tjea. We stood silently 
nntil the boat came in. Then the man spoke to Mr. Baker, 
who received his application well enough. He locked the 
man over. 

" What have you sailed in? " 

"Almost everything, sir, from dhowa to whalers, for 
the last ten years." 

"Whalers? What vessels?" 

" Only one, the Apollo." 

"Apollo, eh? How long were yon In the Apollo? And 
when? " 

" The last year, sir." 

Mr. Baker grunted. " Deserted, eh? We left ber near 
Mauritius about a week ago, bound home." 

The man hesitated. " Well, no, sir. She tailed without 
me." 

" Drunk, eh? Going to let it go at that? " 

He hesitated again. " Well, the truth is, sir, I was n't 
sorry. I 'm not ready to go home yet" 

" Think you 11 be ready to go home In a coaple of 
years? Where do yon hail from? " 
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** Neu Boaton." 

Mr, Baker granted agaio, sod wu sUent for a little. 
Then be directed « piercing look &t the man. 

"Where baa the Apollo been in the last year?" 

" Over New Zealand way, Samoa and KingsmUl ^ 
SoDth Seas." 

" Enow those watenf 

"Very well, air." 

Mr. Baker had been standing beside the boat. Now he 
turned away. 

" All right. Wait here for me. I 'U be back in half an 
hour. I '11 take yoD aboard, and I have no doubt the ca|^ 
tain will sign you. Any dunnage? " 

" No, sir. It 'b all on the Apollo but what I stand lo." 

Mr. Baker looked at Peter. " Yon want to go aboard, 
Peter?" 

" The sooner the better, air. We Ve seen all we want 
of the town." 

" Liberty is n't up, you know. Muss, eh? Better get in 
the boat if anybody cornea." 

Mr. Baker was back in half an hour, followed by por- 
ters with baskets of fresh provisions. Three or four mora 
of our men had drifted down. When we were halfway to 
the ship Mr. Baker spoke. 

"You — what's your name?" 

"John Brown, sir," answered the knlft^thrower, with 
half a second's hesitation. 

"John Brown, eh? We've got one John Brown on the 
■hip. Would n't John Smith do you just as well? " 

The man smiled. " If yon prefer it, sir, I '11 make It 
do." 

Mr, Brown was on deck when we came aboard, I jast 
ahead of the man who was to call himself John Smith. 
Mr, Brown looked kindly at me; then I saw a curious ex- 
pression pass across his face, and his eyes hardened. It 
passed in an instant, like a cat's-paw over water, but I 
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could not help noUng it. There was surprise in it, and na 
gratification. I remember that I was disappointed, for I 
had thought Mr. Brown above those sndden dislikes. 

Mr. Baker went into the cabin, and pretty soon Smith 
was sent for. In a quarter of an hour he came out again 
and went forward to the forecastle. There was no fault to 
be found with him, but I had an uneasy feeling that all 
was not right, and I went below to find Captain Nelson 
And to tell him of our adventure, J thought he ou^t to 
know it 

I found Mr. Baker stlU with him. They paid no at- 
tention to me, but talked in low tones, and I conld not 
help hearing scraps of their talk, although I stood well 
back. The cabin was not very large. 

" Seems an educated beggar," Mr, Baker was remark- 
ing. " Knock^ about . . . my guess . . . beach-comber 
. . . can't tell what . . . may be good seaman," 

Captain Nelson lat silent for nearly a minute. 
" Hendrickson spoke of him," he said at last. " Glad to 
get rid of him. Trouble-maker. Don't much like his cnt, 
but that Apollo business settled it. He may know some- 
thing about it. If he does, no reason why he shouldn't 
tell." He turned to me. " What Is it, Tim? " 

I told him my story, a matter of ten minutes, perhaps, 

"H'm!" the captain granted. "H'm! You see, Mr. 
Baker. Peter 's right enough. Throws a knife too welL 
Lucky he does, though, or where 'd Peter be — and you, 
too, Tim? Can't have him carrying a knife like that here, 
though. Gently, now, if yon can, but get that knife off 
him." 

To my great surprise, and to Mr, Baker's surprise. 
Smith made no objection whatever to depositing his knife, 
upon the captain's conditions. It was the same knife. I 
was ready to swear to it when Captain Nelson showed it 
to me for identification. Mr. Baker, I know, distrusted 
bis readiness, and thought he must have another, prob- 
ably the mate of it, but we never saw it 
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Th&t erenlng I was aUnding by the rail, in the dark, 
looking at the occasional lights which marked the town. 
And listening to sounds which came faintly across the 
water. My chin was on the back of my two hands resting 
on the rail, and I was dreaming. When you are at anchor 
in harbor, and the darkness makes outlines dim, it is not 
difficult to imagine that Zaneibar is New Bedford — or 
that any place la any other place, as long as it has a har- 
bor and a water front; especially if that other place 
■hines like a star in your memory. I have got much pleas- 
ure, all my life, from giving my imagination free rein. 
It is a harmless diversion. I was doing so then, standing 
without motion by the main rigging, and I must have been 
bnt one of the shadows of rigging, and coila of rope hang- 
ing from belaying pins, and davits. 

Another man was not far from me, not as still a* I, 
but moving softly and slowly to and fro. I thought it was 
one of the officers. If it was, it must be Mr. Brown, and I 
watched him covertly. 

Presently a voice came out of the darkness, a volco 
speaking low, cultivated and courteous, as one gentleman 
to another. 

"Does this remind you of Batavia, Mr. Brown?" It 
was a casual question, pleasantly put, and I saw no harm 
in it. It was the new man. Smith, who asked it Why bad 
be hit upon Batavia? 

Judging by his reception of it, Mr. Brown saw noth- 
ing pleasant in the question, or in the seemingly harm- 
less manner of the questioner. He turned sharply, and 
bis voice was like Ice. 

" Batavia? No. Why should it? " 

"I thought," Smith replied, his voice showing that he 
was smiling, " that perhaps you might remember a pleas- 
ant evening — something like this one — that you spent 
there some years ago." 

Mr. Brown turned completely aronnd toward Smith. 
He did not reply for an instant, but when be did — 
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" My man," he »fd, " I do not know yon. Bnt yon may 
as well understand me clearly. I am the second mate of 
this ship, and I shall do whatever geems to me necessary 
to maintain my position and enforce my anthori^. Be- 
member that; anything whatever. Go forward." 

" Yes, sir," said Smith. He was actoally langhing, bnt 
silently. I conid tell by his voice, and so could Mr. Brown, 
of course; but the man's manner was perfectly respect- 
ful. " Of eonrse yon will. In your place I wqnld do the 
same. You would be a fool not to, and I should say that 
you were never a fool," 

" Go forward," Mr. Brown repeated cnrtly, " and go 
now." 

He went without further words. I could hear him 
chuckling as he went Mr. Brown stood looking after 
him; then he moved slowly aft, while I mused upon what 
I had heard. It did not take long for me to pat two and 
two together. Smith, or whatever his name was, must 
have been with Mr. Brown in Batavia on that night when 
he got those scars I had seen ; it was not so very unlikely 
that he was the man who had inflicted them. They had 
recognised each other, but Mr. Brown chose not to admit 
it. If I was right, there was the basis for a pret^ qaar- 
rel, bnt such quarrels are not pretty when they are on 
your own ship. I did not like to think of it and of what 
might come of it. 



CHAPTER XXV 

OuB liberty men appeared Id various atagei of dejection 
from their Oriental haunti of Infamy, but n«ne were miu- 
ing, and we sailed for the eastward, to cruise about the 
Seychelles. Smith had been assigned to Mr. Brown's boat, 
to take my oar, for I was nothing but a substitute. I was 
chagrined, but there was nothing to be done about it. Mr. 
Brown was sorry, but again there was nothing to be done 
about it. He could not object anless he wanted to open the 
matter which he had resolutely kept closed — to every- 
body bat me, as I believed — and Smith was a thorough 
seaman, as far as there had been opportunity to tell. He 
started out, in fact, as a model, his only fault being that 
he was a little too much of a gentleman for the forecastle. 
The men were suspicious of him, and held off at first. Mr. 
Baker was suspicious of him too. He said it was too good 
to be true; that a man with his history behind him for the 
past ten years — he was convinced of the trnth of his in- 
ferences In that matter — would be as good as that only if 
be was up to some trick. Smith was a man to watch, and 
he proposed to keep his eye on him, 

I tried to sound Mr, Brown on the subject of Smith, 
bat met with no success. He turned his quiet smile upon 
me. " He 's a pretty good shot with a knife," he said, 
" is n't he, Tim f It must have taken a great deal of prac- 
tice. And he seems to be a quiet sort of man, and a good 
sailor. We have n't lowered yet, but I 've no doubt that 
he 11 prove as good in the boat." 

He did. We got no whales on the Seychelles grounds, 
but we saw several, and Mr. Brown's boat was down 
nearly every time. Smith pulled an oar in perfect form, 
and he pulled a strong oar, rather to everybody's anrprise. 
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for he va> very thin, and did not acem mnscniar. X mppose 
he was wiry, and I knew that he was not burdened with 
any kind of tisane that he did not need. He was pleasant 
to everybody, respectfol to the officers, and he did not seem 
snrly and disgruntled at having to pnll for honrs after 
a whale which finally got away. He soon won the con- 
fidence of the men. The confidence of the officers was not 
so easy. Mr. Brown could feel no confidence, I was inre, 
and I was almost equally snre of Mr. Baker. Mr. Snow 
was surly and irritable, and getting worse. He was on bad 
terms with his crew, and seemed determined to base Silver, 
who had been sabjected to that process ever since leaving 
Cape Town. 

I was sorry for Silver, but I coold do nothing. None 
of the men could do anything for him. Captain Nelson 
could have stopped it, but he did not, for some reason 
or other. Silver was getting more and more desperate 
and morose, and was looking for a chance to get away. 
The Seychelles might have offered bim a chance, but 
we did not enter a port there, nor send a boat ashore. 
Even if his boat had gone ashore bis chance of escaping 
would have been slim, for Mr. Snow was aware that Silver 
would desert If he got a chance, and would have kept an 
eye on bim. For that matter, none of Mr. Snow's crew 
were to be trusted now, with the exception of Miller, the 
boatsteerer. All the officers and all the men knew that, 
and Mr, Snow's boat would have been the last one chosen 
to go ashore. 

We were often within sight of land, about eight or ten 
miles from it. One day, after a morning of light and vari- 
able airs, and an afternoon of flat calm, the ship had 
drifted in nntil darkness fonnd us not more than foor milea 
from shore. I think the officers were a little worried about 
it. An anchor was got ready, and chain overhanled, but 
the anchor was not pat over. It was a hot night, the only 
really hot night we had in that nelgbborhood: moonless. 
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vith light dosds ovcnpreading the akj. Fracticall; tbe 
vbole crew were on deck ihrou^toat the evening. They 
made rather « crowd abont the fore part of tbe ship, from 
knightheads to try-works. I was aware of a sobtle stir 
among them, and I drifted forward to lee what it meant, 
or whether it meant anything. Mr. M&cy passed me, prob- 
ably GO the same errand ; bnt he conld find nothing, and 
after a torn abont the windlass, he passed me again, on 
his way back. I sat down by the windlass, and pretty soon 
I heard a hoarse whisper. 

" *D he get away dear? " 

" Ye'," another voice replied in a low growl, " all dear. 
Hope the sharks don't get bim. Water 's swarmin' with 
'cm. Tried to persuade him to wait, but be would n't. Said 
they might 's well 's that fourth mate. He 's to light a 
fire if be gets ashore — matches sealed up with greosa 
ia a tin. We 're to watch for it" 

" How soon ?" 

" Dnnno. How Jong '11 it take to swim four miles ? Two 
hours or better, I should think — if he makes it at all." 

The whispering drifted away. Within balf an hour we 
saw lightning at a great distance to the northwest. It came 
nearer, and a little air puffed in our faces; increased to 
a gentle breeae. The thunder-storm did not strike ns, but 
the breexe continued long enough for us to get away from 
the immediate neighborhood of the land. By the time 
the two hours were np, we were too far away to see a fire 
kindled on the beach, and I never knew whether poor 
Silver got safely to shore or not. I never saw him or heard 
of him again. 

There was not the slightest effort made to get Silver 
ba^ Indeed, there was no chance unless the ship had been 
delayed for some days, for that was onr last sight of the 
Seychelles. We stood away to the northward for the Ara- 
bian Sea, to cmlse aroond there for some weeks, mostly 
in the Qortbem parL One thing that Silver's desertion 
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dfd for me was to restore me to Mr. Brown's boat. Smitlt 
was given Silver's oar in Mr. Snow's boat, whether at Mr. 
Brown's request or not I did not know, but I thought not. 
It was not like Mr. Brown to make such a request, al- 
though he must have been glad of the change, even if 
Smith did pull a better oar than I. The vacancy in Mr. 
Mack's boat ever since Silvia's desertion at Cape Town 
hod been filled by the soilmaker, who f»ntinned to fill it 
without much grumbling. 

It was hot up there in the Arabian Sea, with the wind 
mostly from the northward — ' from the land — and 
many days of calm weather. There was no bad weather 
to speak of. We sighted spouts some holf-doaen times, 
chased without result every time but two, hard pulling In 
a temperature that made the sweat pour off the men In 
rivers — except Smith. He seemed to be Immune to any 
temperature that could be raised, and laughed at the men 
for sweating so. Mr. Snow's opinion of him coold only be 
guessed, but be seemed to have a great and growing re- 
spect for him, and he did not so much as bat an eyelid at 
blm. This may have been due in part to his reputotion oa 
a thrower of a knife; a reputation which clung to him and 
which could not be Ignored. Yon thought of it at once 
whenever you thought of Smith; could not dissociate the 
man from his reputation. 

He rapidly became a favorite, and there was no reason 
why he should not. He was a superlaUvely good man in a, 
boat, especially in that climate; he was always respect- 
ful, and while he was no boot-Iicker, he never forgot the 
deference which Snow liked. Snow was a little man, little 
in nature as in stature; and I have found little men to be 
generally more rigidly Insistent npon the outward ob- 
servance of forma than bigger men. There seems to be 
something in mere size which tends to a greater serenity, 
and to a scorn for such forms. So Snow was quite oati*- 
fied with outward observance. 



AN AMUSING INCIDENT 843 

We got three whales there, of moderate sise. There was 
nothing remarkable about their capture, and they were 
put fin out with no more trouble than shooting a steer in 
a stall at Brighton. Two of them were alongside at one 
time, and sharks were so plentiful and so voracioos — 
they are always that — that it was alt we could do to save 
any of the blubber from the second whale. They had it 
almost stripped before we could get at it, in spite of onr 
best efforU. 

Our third whale was the cause of an incident which 
greatly amused everybody on board. We were in about 
latitode IS* N., longitode 60* E., nearly in the track of 
tteaoien to Bombay from the east coast of Africa. Onr 
try-works was going full blast, sending up a huge column 
of block and oily smoke, which rose to a great height in 
the still air. It was very hot and quite calm, and the men, 
clad in nothing but shirts and old trousers — many of 
them had dispensed with the shirt — were sweating, curs- 
ing, and grtunbling at the foul, sticky smoke, which 
choked them and made them look like coal-heavers or 
worse. Suddenly there was a cry of " Sail ho ! " All, 
without stopping their work, followed the direction of the 
lookout, and gaied off to the southward. Pretty soon the 
amoke of a steamer appeared; then her stack, and then 
her upper works rose out of the aca. She was heading 
straight for us, and the belching smoke from her stack 
showed that she was crowding her furnaces. She contin- 
ued to come on, straight for us, until she was perhaps four 
miles away, and we could see that she was no tramp, but 
a regular passenger steamer which ran to Bombay and 
ports farther east At that distance she could see us 
clearly, without the possibility of making a mistake as to 
our character. She seemed to be seised with sadden dis- 
gust, made as qnick a turn as she could, and stood off on 
her course to the northeast 

Many of the crew guffawed. " Thought we were afire," 
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one msD said, "and faand that ire were nothing bnt a 
damned whaler. Could n't be any worse," he added, " if we 
were afire. That 'a the way I feel now." 

Peter waa sorry. " Too bad that she made that mla* 
take," he said to me later. " Whalers do get afire some- 
times, Timmie, and the smoke would n't be very different. 
Other ships, too, as I know well, though the smoke of it 's 
apt to be different. When her officers see a good deal of 
smoke again, they 11 probably say it 's only another 
damned whaler, and hold their course. There was a ship I 
sailed in once, carrying grain. It got afire somehow and 
smouldered for weeks." 

He seemed to have finished. I was Impatient. 

" What did you do, Peter ? " 

" Do, lad? " he asked, with his quiet smile, " We did n't 
do anything but batten down the hatches tighter 'n ever, 
and try to smother it We made our port, bnt the decks 
were too hot to stand on with comfort." 

" Why did n't yoa pnt ony water on the fire? That 
would have pat it out, would n't it? " 

He smiled again. " Aye, I s'pose it would. Bat wet 
down grain? 'T would have split her wide open." 

We left the Arabian Sea with seven hundred and fifty 
barrels of oil in our hold, and stood to the eastward, as 
far as the Maldive Islands. Fifteen months oat, and 
seven hundred and fifty barrels, and it would take nearly 
twenty-four hundred barrels to fill ns up. If we did no 
better than that, on the average, it meant three years more 
of it before we could be sailing into Bnisards Ba;^ a full 
ship. But I did not know that I cared greatly. 

We had good weather, on the whole, to the Maldives. 
There were a good many days of calm or light airs; and 
we ran into one gale that continued for a little more than 
a day, and blew itself ont It did not seem so very bod, 
although it kept the men busy and wet. For the greater 
part of the time It was very pleasant soiling, with tbe 
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wind dead satem or on the port qa&rter, and not too hot 
if I could lie on my back in the shadow of « sail, and look 
up at the sky and the foretruck describing a slow el- 
lipse against it. The heel of the bowsprit was my favorite 
place, bat on on^ present point of sailing that was fairly 
in the son until the afternoon was half gone, even with 
the staysails out to starboard ; and nobody — no white 
man — could bear the Bun beating down npon him long 
with any comfort. I could stand the smell of the ship, 
which blew over me as I lay there. Indeed, I liked the 
smell of the ship. It was chiefly of oil and tar and rope 
and general hotnesi, and it brought back vividly to my 
mind the wharves of New Bedford on a summer noon. 

When I had any time in the mornings I used to stand 
just abaft the foremast on the port side. It was wiser, o( 
course, not to be caught loaiing, although the officers 
would usually fail to see me when I was in plain sight. 
Standing so, I gased off at the dimpling sea — on two oc- 
casions I saw a smudge of smoke on the borison, and once 
I saw a sail — or, looking down, I watched the little 
wave, continuously breaking, which our bows pushed 
aside. We often had schools of flying fish about us, and 
■ometJmes I could see great numbers of albacore about 
the ship, a fish not unlike our horse-mackerel. The allia- 
core chased the flying fish — not into the air, although 
they would often leap clear of the water — and caught 
them, too, by being on hand when they struck the water 
again. The albacore had their enemies. One morning I no- 
ticed that the albacore were huddled close to the ship, 
swimming in close ranks. Suddenly they disappeared — 
they had gone to the other side of the hull, I found — and 
I saw a swift shadow pass where they had been. It looked 
much like a shark swimming fast, at a considerable depth. 
Then the albacore were back again, and the shadow re- 
turned. The albacore scattered and fled, and the pursuer, 
■ great swordfish, was among them, slashing with hli 
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•word, Idlling tluee or four. Whec they vere gone, the 
■wordfiah returned from the pnrsnit, I soppcne, and &te 
those he had killed. I did not see that part of it. We saw 
swordfish more than once, big fellows, twelve feet long 
or more, apparently basking on the surface. The mea 
called them sail-fish. They have an enormooa back fin, 
folded down on the back when they swim fast, but often 
erect above the water when they lie at the surface. It acta 
like a sail, and carries them along at a very fair speed. 

We were to see another phase of the activities of the 
swordfish. We had got nearly to the Maldives, abont 7i' 
east longitude, when the hail came down from aloft: 
" There she breaches ! And white waters ! " 

Everybody looked. It was a lone whale, rather a small 
one as far as we could judge at that distance, about three 
miles off on the weather how. It was kicking np extraor- 
dinary antics, sounding briefly, then coming np on a half 
breach; lobtailing; running for a short distance, when it 
would give it up, and begin all over again. 

The officers watched the whale while we stood toward 
It At last Mr. Baker was satisfied. 

" Swordfish," be said. 

The whale remained nearly in the same spot while 
we came up. His attention was so completely taken np by 
the swordfish that we did not lower until the ship waa 
considerably less than a quarter of a mile away. Then we 
put down two boats, Mr. Baker's and Mr. Brown's, which 
ran down under both sail and oars. We did not think it 
necessary to avoid making a noise, for the whale could 
not get away if he wanted to. By the time we had got 
nearly within darting distance, be had almost ceased 
struggling, and seemed about ready to give up the ghost. 
The Prince was just standing up and reaching for his 
iron, and Mr. Baker's boat was approaching from the 
other side. Out of the corner of my eye I conld see Star> 
buck taking his harpoon from the crotch. 
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Soddenly the Prince gare ■ yell: "Svordfish 1 Look 
ont!" 

Mr. Brown beared mightily mi the steering oar, to lay 
the boat around, but it was too late. There was a sharp 
crack, we felt the boat rise under ds, and Kane cried oot 
in mrprise and pain. I turned my head around qnickly — 
I had no bnainesa to do so, and I knew it as soon as I had 
time to think. I saw the point of the sword sticking np 
beside Kane's thigh. Kane had dropped his oar, grabbed 
tbc'iword point with both haods, and was yelling for the 
Iron. The sword had gone through the thin planking — ■ 
the garboard atrake — and through the thwart, and had 
given Kane a fiesh wound in the thigh. It was a narrow 
escape for Kane, but he was not thinking of that. Hia 
whole mind was upon holding the sword without cutting 
his hands too badly. The swordfish was thrashing about 
Ticioosly, shaking the boat, and threatening to break out 
the bottom planking. It all happened more quickly than 
I can tell it. The Prince was alert, and he reached over, 
and jabbed the harpoon clear through the fish. Then he 
seised a lance, and churned it ap and down through the 
heart of the fish, turning it as he churned. He could not 
reach the gills, where swordfish are usually lanced. The 
violent struggles of the swordfish ceased, he quivered 
once, and lay still; but his sword remained sticking 
through the thwart even after Kane had let go of it, and 
Kane's thigh was bleeding freely. 

" Badly hurt, Kane? " Mr. Brown asked. 

" No, sir," said Kane, hammering on the end of the 
■word with his paddle, which he had taken from its place 
for the purpose. " If I can only get this bloody sword 
ont — but it 's stuck tight." 

" All the better," said Mr. Brown. " Heave on the line, 
boys, and break it off." 

At the second heave a heavy strain came on the line, 
and at the third there was another sharp crack, and the 
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sword broke off at the nose. The broken sword remained 
sticking through the planking and the thwart, and the 
body of the fish came up alongside the boat. It was a big 
fish, two thirds the length of the boat. 

While we were having it out with the swordfish, Mr. 
Baker had fastened to the whale, which was already dead, 
and we lay there and waited for the ship. There had been 
at least four swordfish attacking the whale, and nobody 
knew how many more. The whale, a small bnll of thirty- 
seven barrels as he afterward tried out, stood no chance 
at all against half a dozen big swordfish, which were of 
a kind fairly common in the Indian Ocean, abont twice 
as long as those I was familiar with. We got oor prize 
on deck, and ate it within the next few days. The flesh 
was a little coarser than that of the smaller ones, but very 
good. We got others from time to time, aa chances offered, 
as long as we were in their waters, and dolphins and por- 
poises occasionally. 

Attacks by swordfisfa upon boats are not uncommon. 
It seems likely enough that they mistake the hull of the 
boat for the body of a whale. Attacks on the hull of ■ 
ship, however, seem to me to be doe to accident. The fish 
which are the common prey of the swordfish often hud- 
dle close to the hull of a vessel, and the swordfish, in It* 
attack upon them, may mn its sword Into the holl, al- 
though there have been instances where several swordfish 
have made a concerted attadk upon the bulL We had a 
sword penetrate the planking of the Clearchns later on, 
before we had got out of the Indian Ocean, which I was 
convineed was due to accident. The sword went cleanly 
through the copper, the sheathing, a three-inch oak plank, 
and an oak rib, and stuck four inches into the hold; then 
it broke off. I saw, many years ago, in New Bedford, the 
Morning Star, a whaler, with a sword which had been 
driven clear through her keel, eighteen inches of solid 
oak, and the point of the sword still sticking a good 
eight Inches beyond it. 
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From tfae point where the airordfish killed the wfaale ws 
laid a coarse soathwesterly to the westward of Reunion. 
We had the sontheaat trades all the w«7, and did not touch 
a brace until we were between Reunion and Madagascar. 
There the trades left as, and we laid a sontherlj conrse, 
with shifting winds. We were getting into the " horse lati- 
tudes," and the wind was generally strong, at first from 
the east and northeast; still farther south it held naaall; 
from the westward, stronger yet, and gales were frequent. 

I had taken an unreasoning dislike to Smith. I could 
not account for it, and I do not remember that I tried to. 
It was much like that of a dog, and may have been due to 
the same cause. His outward behavior was unexception- 
able. He was always pleasant, properly deferential to the 
officers, with due regard to each man's taste in degree 
and kind of deference. He was a diplomat. Even to Mr. 
Brown his manner was perfect: silent, brief when words 
were needed, quite respectful and pleasant. I think that 
Hr. Brown was wondering whether he bad done Smith 
entire justice. But the men were less alive and willing. 
Nobody could help seeing it, although few would have 
ascribed the change to Smith. 

One day, when we were off the soutbern end of Mada- 
gascar, Peter spoke to me of it. 

" It 's that Smith," he said. " It 'a his doing." 

" Why don't you report it to the old man? " I asked. 
" Or tell one of the officers — Mr. Brown, if yoo like." 

" What 'd I report? " he said. " Smith has n't said any- 
thing or done anything. They 'd ask me what, and I 'd say 
he laughed at the men, and they 'd laugh at me — and I 'd 
fall off the topsail yardaim, with a knife in my back, as 
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like u not, in one o' these g&les well be rannlng tntow 
And whftt good 'd that do to anybody? " 

" Does Smith carry a knife? " I asked quickly. 

** I 're never seen it; and he 'a one of the pleasantest- 
apoken men I ever saw — always at my elbow when I 'm 
at my scrimshawing, admiring. Bnt he 's s tnmble-maker. 
He '11 have the men ready for matiny, the first thing yoa 
know, with his laughing at them, and making fan of thenif 
and despising them for doing what they have to do. There 
ain't anything else will do it so quick or so snre. And 
there ain't anything he says or does 't yon c&n pnt your 
finger on. I 've been to sea a good many years, and I know 
■ beach-comber when I see one — full of all kinds of hard 
drink that would bum ont tbe insides of a better man* 
and filled with disesse and evil. Smith must have been a 
good man to stand it so long — and come out no worse." 

At that moment Smith passed us, and Peter began to 
talk of something else. 

When we reached the latitnde of the Crosets we began 
the regular cruising programme at once. We were far 
enough sonth to see ice occasionally, although it was a 
little late in the season for that ; but the water was vexj 
cold, and the wind, almost without exception while we 
were in those waters, was very strong from the westward, 
blowing a gale about half the time. We had a good deal of 
fog. I did get sight of the Crosets once, distant, dark 
mountain peaks, cold and forbidding. We had about U, 
most of the time, an albatross or two, and gannets, 
boobies, petrels, and Cape pigeons in plen^. I suppose 
they must nest on the islands. 

Sperm whales are not to be found In these latitudes, el* 
though right whales are. 

We got no whales here; indeed, our actions led me to 
think that the captain did not expect any, or want any. 
He took no great pains, at any rate, and we quartered 
the gounds only once. Then we wore ship, and ran down 
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to leeward. When we had reached the easterly limit o( 
our cruiBtDg ground, we did not come aboat and beat op, 
sa I expected, bat continacd to run to the eastward be- 
fore a gale of wind, with alternations of fog and rain, 
three hundred miles farther, more or less. It was very 
diaagreeable weather. 

At last we found ourselves, one morning. In the- midst 
of great numbers of birds, some in the air, and many 
others In the water : teals, giant petrels, gulls, terns, cor- 
morants, Cape pigeons, and albatrosses; and an abun- 
dance of penguins. The cormorants and penguins were 
new to me. We knew, of course, that we must be very 
near to some land, but the weather was so thick that wa 
could not see above half a mite. Sail was reduced, and we 
ran cautiously. We conld feel the nearness of land. Even 
I could do that About the middle of the day the fog 
lifted somewhat, and became a thick mist. Through it we 
Mw the mass of Kerguelen, or Desolation Island, its 
peaks lost in the rolling cloods of fog. A Bttle later we 
rounded a promontory, and entered a bay with many 
little islands dotted over it. Of course I compared the 
bay with Bucsard's Bay, for that was my standard of 
comparison always, especially the part from New Bed- 
ford to Cattyfaunk. This bay seemed not very different in 
■ise, bnt the shores were as different from the shores of 
Bnssard'a Bay as they well could be. The land was steep 
and high and rugged, making the bay more like my idea 
of a Norwegian fiord, although I know the fiords of Nor- 
way only as my imagination pictures them. On that first 
day the land seemed to run right op without limit beyond 
the clonda, which hung low. There were days, later, when 
we saw the fields of perpetoal snow on the summits of the 
mountains, and caught glimpses of the glaciers running 
down the valleys. 

There was fresh water here in plenty, and some days 
were spent in filling our casks and in giving the men a 
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nm BshoK. There waa no danger at desertion, and abto- 
Intely no chance of harm of the sort nsnally connected 
with shore liberty. Indeed, it was funny to see how afraid 
the men were that the ship woold sail without them. 
They went abont in clnmpa, and Smith attached himself 
closely to Peter and me. It was good to feel solid earch 
under our feet once more. 

We saw here some fur seals in the water, and a rery 
few sea-elephants, which had been left behind by the herd 
in its soathward migration a short time before, much as 
an occasional robfn is left in the north, into November 
or even December. The sea-elephant is a strange beast. It 
has a snout somewhat prolonged, and as flexible as an 
elephant's, but this snout or trunk ia short, about the 
length of a tapir's, I should guess. I never measured a 
■ea-elephant, but I should think they were from ten to 
twen^ feet long, and that they weighed from one to three 
tons, the bolls being larger than the cows. They look 
much like huge leather water-bottles, filled to bursting 
with water, and dnmped on the ground by tired porters. 

As we saw them Uiere, they were lying on the grass- 
covered slopes, between the rocks. When we came too 
near, the beast would raise its head, wrinkle its nose, con- 
tract its proboscis until it lay flat on its face, and open its 
disgusting mouth, emitting what probably passed, among 
sea-elephants, for a growl or a hiss. As I remember them, 
the lower lip was very full and split, and they had a way 
of thrasting it forward, as if pouting. I may be wrong, 
for it is a long time to remember such details, and I was 
not engaged in a sdeutific investigation. I am sure only 
that the expression of their faces was very disgoating 
and expressed the most ntter disgust. 'So doubt it repre- 
sented rage or alarm, perhaps both. When we advanced 
cautiously nearer still, the beast would bestir Itself, rise 
np on its flippers, and go lumbering off with astonishing 
speed. 
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After one of these excnTsioiu, m Feter and Smith and 
I were approaching the shore where onr boat lay, we saw 
a party of our men coming out of a ravine loaded to the 
gunwales with some sort of a plant. 

" What 's that they 've got? " asked Smith. 

" It 's likely to be Kerguelen cabbage," Feter an- 
awered. 

"I've heard of it," said Smith. "Sort of medicine, 
Isn't it?" 

Peter shook his head. " I Ve Dcver eaten any. You 're 
like to find onL It seems early in the season to pick 
cabbages." 

Smith laughed, and started ronning to meet the men 
with the cabbages. He was just the build for a runner, 
tall and lean, and he ran well and easily. To tell the truth, 
I admired the man, while I disliked him heartily; admired 
bis physical qualities, which seemed unimpaired hy his 
mode of life, whUe I disliked his attitode toward every- 
thing, and the kind of thoughts which seemed to occupy 
his mind — his mental attributes, or rather the attributei 
of the heart, as we are apt to put it. 

The captain was glad to get the cabbages, immatnre a« 
they must have been, and they were fed to the crew in tbo 
next few days. There was a sort of oily essence in them, 
and they had a peculiar taste; but it was not tmpleaaant, 
once you were used to it, and the men had been without 
green vegetables for so long that they would have wel- 
comed anything. The effect upon their health was marked. 
Whenever we landed upon Desolation we laid In a supply 
of cabbages, and as long as we were in that neighborhood 
the crew were in the best of condition. 

We sailed before sunrise the next morning, and began 
our long beat to the westward. The weather was still bad, 
with half a gale of wind, and fog, mist, or rain. In fact, 
4he weather in the neighborhood of Kerguelen is uniformly 
bod, as far as my experience goes. We did not have a dosen 
days of clear sunshine in all the time we were there. 
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Not long ttfter this Captain Nelson got into » towering 
rage against Smith for inanbordination, and against Mr. 
Snow for permitting it. Smith's insubordination was, in 
Itself, a small matter. He bad failed to carry oat some or- 
der of Mr. Snow's, but had done something else instead. 
What he had done was just as good as what be bad been 
ordered to do — it may have been better — bnt on a ship 
orders are orders, and must be obeyed. Mr. Snow, instead 
of insisting that his orders be obeyed, bad first stormed 
and blustered, and then weakly pleaded with Smith. As far 
as I could gather. Smith had paid no attention to hit 
storming, had smiled at his blustering, and disregarded 
his pleading, but bad gone on with whatever he was doing. 
He had done it very well, and in a smart and seamanlike 
manner. There was no fault to be found with him on that 
count, but no shipmaster can pass over such rank and ob- 
Tious disobedience. 

I had never seen Captain Nelson In a towering rage 
before, and I witnessed it but once again. Twice is once 
too many. When he was in such a rage he was quiet — 
ominously quiet, although he was always a quiet man; Ua 
month became a straight, thin line half hidden by his 
beard, and his eyes were cold and hard. He summoned 
Smith to the cabin and asked him what be had to say for 
himself. I was not present, but the quarters on a whale- 
ship are not large, end the partitions are not sound-proof. 
I could Imagine, easily enough, the captain's eyes boring 
through Smith, and Smith's opaque, cfaina-hlde cyca gai- 
Ing innocently at the captain; for Smith, in such an en- 
counter, was Captain Nelson's equsJ. In education and 
breeding he was superior, and I had no doubt that his ex- 
perience of clashes of the kind was far greater than the 
captain's; but Captain Nelson's mental processes were 
not devious, as Smith's were. He knew where he was going, 
and went by the most direct path. If he found anything in 
his way he smashed it. His intentions were good, and he 



INSUBORDINATION OF SMITH 255 

bad the authority, and he meant to maintain It; this above 
all things. 

At firat Smith pretended not to know what the captain 
was talking about, bnt the captain cnt him ahort. Then 
be proceeded to explain whj what he bad done — I did 
not know just what it was — was better than what he 
bad been ordered to do ; that it was dark, and they were in 
some hurry, and it saved time. Smith was a thoroogh sea- 
man — he wonld have been good at anything he ondertook 
— and the seamanship shown in bis explanation impressed 
Captain Nelson, and somewhat softened the rebnke which 
came. Bnt it came. Smith was dismissed with the warn- 
ing that his first dn^ was to obey orders, and never to 
let it happen again. I had no difficulty in picturing his 
respectful, pleasant smile, and his how, as he withdrew 
with a " Thank yon, sir," 

Mr. Snow's interview was different. I did not hear him 
say anything. Captain Nelson's low voice said various 
cutting things very briefly. I could not hear all of it, but 
the gist of the captain'^ remaiks was that one of the first 
duties of an officer was to maintain his authority ; that he 
owed it to the ship, to bis superiors, and to the owners, 
and that any officer who was unable to do so would be 
broken — deprived of his rank. Then I heard the munnur 
of Mt. Snow's voice as be asked a question. Captain 
Nelson's answer came like a bomb, with a blow of bis fist 
upon the table. 

" Shoot him, sirt Shoot him! I 'd do it in a second." 

Then Mr. Snow faded out of the cabin. 

In the course of time we turned once more to leeward, 
and ran for Desolation. This time we did not land in the 
great bay to which we had first gone, bnt in a compar- 
atively small harbor farther to the westward. Nobody 
knew why we bad come — at least, nobody but the cap- 
tain and perhaps some of the officers, and th^ said notb* 
ing. I ventured to ask Captain Nelson. 
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He smiled at my qnestion. " May be ■omething worth 
vhile, Tim," he aoid rather gruffly. " Never can telL" 

I said nothing more. There seemed to be nothing there 
that we wanted, and we got up our anchor, ran along the 
coast a little way, and poked our nose into the next harbor. 
There are a great many of these natural harbors along 
the coast of Kergnelen, deep, with moontainoos sides, ex- 
cept on the western end. The prevailing winds are west- 
erly, and in the course of ages the sea has eaten into the 
shore of the windward end, and smoothed it out. 

We called at a number of these fiords. In one or two 
of them we anchored, and the men were gireo a chance 
to stretch their legs, only the officer In charge knowing 
his errand; into others wc merely sailed, and then sailed 
oat again. At last we struck one that seemed to be to the 
captain's liking, and a large party went ashore, headed by 
the captain. 

The captain carried a Spencer carbine, and so did Mr. 
Brown. Mr. Baker preferred a lance. There were hot 
two of the Spencers available, and we had no anminnition 
to waste, although there was enough for ordinary occa- 
sions on a long voyage. The Spencer was a short, repeal 
ing rifle, rather heavy, but an extremely handy gnn. Its 
magasine carried seven cartridges, with a lead projectile 
half an inch in diameter, or thereabouts, and the rifie was 
sighted for half a mile, to the best of my recollection. It 
was a gun which had done good work in the Civil War, 
and there were a good many of them in New Bedford. 

When we hod got away from the beach I was ao glad 
to feel the springy turf under my feet that I ran ahead 
at the top of my speed, which was good enough to distance 
everybody, although several of the men were running 
clomsily. That is, I distanced everybody bat Smith. He 
could outran me easily, and kept ahead, flinging bac^ 
over his shoulder good-natured taunts. Somewhat stung 
by his taunts, I went after him, and he led me off to one 
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Bide, np s slope coveted thickly witb huge bonldera, or 
perhaps ontcroppings of rock. He ran np the steep sides 
of these rocks — as I thought, to show off — and I fol- 
lowed, struggling op where he had leaped, and jumping 
from the tops, as he had done. At last we came to a rock 
steeper and higher than any other that we had been over. 
Smith leaped lightly up its side, and jumped from its top. 
Hy breath was gone, and I was tired, but I managed to 
get np{ my foot slipped as I was about to jnmp, and I 
fell instead, striking my head. 

When I came to myself Smith was on the top of the 
great rock from which I had f&llen, bending over, his 
hands busy with a big round stone which rested on the 
rock, very near the edge. Even in my dozed condition I 
knew enoDgh to spring out of the way, for the stone would 
hare fallen upon me in a few seconds more. 

"What are yon doing?" I cried angrily. 

Smith smiled pleasantly, and kept on tagging at the 
stone. " Only trying to move this stone. I was afraid It 
would fall on you." 

My head was clearing — and aching. I was sure the 
•tone had not been there when I fell. And why, if his 
object was to save me, hod Smith not dragged me out of 
Its way? It would have been easier, and simpler, and the 
natoral thing to do. Was he trying to kill me, and in a 
way which would moke my death seem a regrettable acci- 
dent? It was not to be borne. A great rage filled my heart 
as the question seemed to answer itself. 

Upon landing, I had provided myself with a club, 
as a boy will natoroUy pick np any bandy stick. That 
dnb lay where I had fallen; hot I staggered to my feet, 
and got it. In that moment I became as mad as any Ber- 
serker. Nothing could hurt me, nothing conld stop me. 
I would kill Smith. I was no longer small, hut fairly 
grown, and I was strong. I heaved up my dab, and I 
suppose I glared at Smith. He stood there, oo top of the 
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rock, snd langbed; and Z walked around the rock, look- 
ing for a place to mount, vhere it vould be lesi like 
•torming a citadel. Smith laughed aa if he would aplit; 
and there came a call for me, and Peter and Mr. Brown 
hove in sight 

I did not kill Smith. As I stood there, breathing hard, 
mj rage left me suddenly, as my rages always did. Smith 
jumped down off the rock, and came to me, smiling, as 
ihon^ to say something, but I turned away. In my heart 
I was sure of him now. He went to Mr. Brown, and 
said something about my fall, and about its having put 
me out of my bead for a time. Mr. Brown listened, but 
made no reply. 

After spending nearly the whole day In tramping over 
hills, we went back to the ship empty-handed. I did not 
know what we had been looking for. 

It was February, 1 874, before we left Desolation behind 
ns, and headed northerly tor wanner seas. There was not a 
man aboard who was not glad to see the last of this home 
of gales and wet and cold. 
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For five Axys the wind beld from the westivArd, and m 
held a course s little east of north. I saw the chart every 
da/, and sometimes pricked the position of the ship on iL 
I took an occasional observation, and worked out that 
position, checking up vaf obaervatioii and the position 
worked ont from it hj the captain's. I really think that 
I knew more of the mathematics of the matter than ha 
did. In another respect Captain Nelson had an immense 
advantage. That was in dead reckoning, which was very 
important where we had clear skies, either by day or by 
night, only about half the time or less. 

The prickings on the chart pointed straight for Anf 
Bterdam Island, with St. Paul possibly rising above the 
horison to leeward. Then we ran into head winds and a 
gale, which lasted for two days. That gale lost me com- 
pletely. I tried dead reckoning, and I was so mortified 
abont it that I did not mention it to anybody. I spent all 
my spare time, for the first day after we ran out of the 
bad weather, in trying to reconcile my reckoning with the 
captain's. 

It was nearly sunset when I gave It np finally, and 
went on deck, feeling rather low in my mind, for the ob- 
servation on that day had shown the official reckoning 
to be only a few miles ont. I stood at the rail, under the 
stem of the waist boat, and gased ont moodily over the 
water, cursing myself; for I had got into the way of the 
ship long before, and could curse fluently, although I waa 
no expert at it, as Mr. Baker was. 

I must have been muttering my curses alood, for I 
heard a voice at my shoulder. It was Peter. 
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"What's gone wrong, lad?" he uked, half Unghlnp 
" Cusaiog won't mend it." 

I turned to him. " I don't knov abont thst, Peter," I 
lafd. " It relieves my mind. I feel better already." 

He laughed. "Do you soP Well, mebbe. But, Timmle, 
1 11 hare something for yon to-morrov." 

"Got your model done, Peter?" I asked eagerly. I had 
been but little in the forecastle for months. I did not want 
to have to apeak to Smith, or even to see him. 

" Mebbe I have," he answered, smiling. " Mebbe I 
have. I could be tinkering at it longer, bnt I don't be- 
lieve 't would better it. I *11 give it to yon to-morrow." 

"Can't you give it to me now, Peter? You might aa 
welL Yon won't do anything more to It." 

" Well," said Peter, almoat coyly. " Well, I might get 
it now. But come up for'ard, or into the fo'c's'le. I ought 
not to be standing here, gamming." 

I hesitated. I was reluctant to go into the forecastle, 
" I don't like to, Peter. I — yon sec — Smith — " 

" Aye," said Peter «)l>erly, " I know. Smith — well 
he 11 get the lanee the first thing be knows. He 'a worse 
and worse, as independent as a derk; fair reckless. The 
old man gave him another dressing-down a few days ago, 
s stiff one. Did yon know it? " 

1 nodded. I knew it, although I did not hear IL 

" And he bragged of it," Peter went on ; " came bade 
to us, and bragged of it, and laughed at the old man and 
the officers. Said he *d been threatened, and he 'd show 
the old man yet. Mr. Snow 'a afraid of him, to speak 
plainly, and he 's got the idea that the others are 
too, at heart And he 's got the men discontented and 
grumbling. It 's my idea that he thinks they '11 be ready 
soon for anything he proposes. I don't know why the old 
man don't do something about it. He must know." 

I checked the reply which was on my lips, for Smith 
was approaching at that moment. He always contrived to 
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pan wheo Peter and I were talking. He tss laiplclona, 
very likely, bnt did not ahow it. He gave oa a smile and 
a pleasant word. 

" Come on, then," said Peter, turning to go forward, 
" and I 'II get it." 

I followed, and waited by the foremast while Peter 
dived below. He emerged in a minnte, holding the model 
in his hand. 

" I hope yon 'U like ft, lad," he said, " and it may give 
yoQ some pleasnre to look at it now and again, and remind 
yoa of the years you spent in the old ship." 

"Oh, Peter!" I said. "Oh, Peter! Like it!" It was a 
fairy thing, with Its ivory sails so thin that you could 
almost see through them, and the tiny boats complete 
down to the smallest thing in them; every oar, lance, har- 
poon, and keg in its proper place. There were even ivory 
knives on the cleats. And the model of the ship itself bad 
every rope and block, and every ring-bolt in the deck ; and 
the deck showed each plank, even to the worn places in 
the actual deck. 

I had not seen the model for some time, and had not ex- 
pected that it would be so faithful; but I should bavo 
known Peter better. 

He was smiling with gratification, " It 's not likely tbst 
it 11 give you the pleasure It has me," he said. " I 've been 
slow at it, but I 've been doing a thing or two along with 
it, and what's a little time? Take it along, Timmie. I '11 
make yoa a case for it, so 'b you can pack it in your 
cheat" 

" Tb«nk yon, Peter," I began. " I 'H keep it always." So 
I have kept it. The ivory is now much yellowed l^ time, 
but it is the same delicate, fairy-like thing, and as perfect 
as ever. I should have said more, and was smiling and 
besitating, not knowing what to say, when the watch was 
sent aloft to shorten sail. 

"What's that for, Peter?" I asked in surprise. Wa 
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ivere not crnMng, and nonsslly we ahonld not have ibort- 
ened saU. 

" I don't know, lad. It 'a breeiiiig np a Ut, and H 'a like 
enough the old man 'a afraid he 11 oTcmm whatever he 'i 
aiming for. He did n't say anythiag to me abont IL Yon 
might ask him what he means by It." 

I landed. Captain NeUon was on det^ standing just 
forward of the after honse, where he bod a clear view of 
all that went on aloft. In view of what happened, I think 
he had a definite pnrpose to being there. 

When the men were sent aloft to handle saU it was the 
established costom for the boatsteeren to take the jard- 
arms. The other men wonld lay ont along the yard in ac- 
cordance with their speed and activity, the fattest and the 
lasiest getting the bant of the sail; bat however good a 
man might be, it was his duty to give way to the boat- 
steerers. The yardarma were the places of honor, as the 
1 duties there called for the greatest skill and quickness. 
Joe Miller was good, bat he was neither as skilful nor as 
quick as Smith. Smith knew it, as we all did. He may 
have craved the chance to show off before the men, or it 
may have been only a part of his scheme to exalt Smith 
and to bring into disrepnte all in authority ; bat he reached 
the crosstrees two jamps ahead of Miller, and was on 
the footropes before him. 

Miller stopped for a moment and ordered Smith to 
come In and let him pass. Smith paid no attention to the 
order. Miller repeated It, but Smith was already at the 
lee yardarm, and be looked back at Miller and snarled 
silently — like a cat — fixing him with those opaqne 
china-blue eyes of his. A fight on a yard with Smith was 
not to Miller's liking, and he looked down on deck, where 
Mr. Snow stood. Mr. Snow bravelj bellowed out the or- 
der once more, but Smith paid no attention, affecting not 
to hear. Mr. Snow had tamed away immediately, and 
after a moment's hesitation. Miller went to work next 
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to Smith. The other men on the jrord had hard work to 
anppress their anickerB, 

Captain Nelson had otwerved it, as he observed ahnott 
everything. He told Mr. Snow to send Smith aft. 

The Clearchns was an old ship, and had single topsails 
-^ not divided into upper and lower topsails, as they were 
on all of the later vessels. It made an enormous soil, 
clumsy and hard to handle. When they bad the foretopsail 
reefed and the men had come down, Smith came aft Cap- 
tain Nelson was waiting for him. 

" Mj man," he said very sternly and quietly, " yon 
have disobeyed orders again. I warn yon for the third time 
— and the last time. The next time I shall act, and sud- 
denly. You 11 do well not to let the next time happen. Not 
s word from yoo 1 " he added, for Smith was about to 
spealc " Go forward I " 

Smith turned — smiling, I guessed, when his bade was 
tamed to the captain — and went forward. My heart was 
in my throat for a few minntes. Anything mi^t have hap- 
pened. I had dim forebodings as I turned in that night, 
pictaring to myself a repetition of what happened on the 
Junior, and I lay awake for some time. I do not know 
that I was frightened; rather, I think, it was the elation 
with which I anticipated a %ht, and it was excitement 
which kept me awake. I had my mind made up to stay 
awake all night, but it takes a good deal to keep a healthy 
boy awalce all night when he la in the open air all day, 
with the wind from thousands of miles of ocean blowing 
upon him, and when I awoke with a start it was daylight 

Everything was serene when I got on deck. The wind 
was high from the southwest, with an occasional screech- 
ing gust; but the sky was clear, the sun showed bright, 
and the Clearchns slogged along, pitcliing and rolling. 
I had my model with me, for I was as anxious to show it 
and have It admired as a child with a new toy. Indeed, 
that was exactly what I was. 
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In theae rariom exbiUtions two boon paiaed. At tiie 
end of that time I foniui mjself with Starbnck and tlie 
Prince fltanding hj the ctarboArd rail, joat forward of the 
gangway. They saw Peter, called to him, and he jcrined ns. 
Starbuck had the model in hia hand, taming it from side 
to side, and gating at it toberlj. 

" 'T wonld have more beauty," Peter obacrred, " if 
't woa » model of the Annie Battles. I shonld like to cam 
one of the Battles." 

" It has beanty enough," said Starbn^ thoogfatfoUy. 
" How long is it since we 've seen the Battles?" 

"Nigh on to a year," Peter replied, connting iq> the 
months. " We 'd almost forgotten her. Most of the crew 's 
clean forgotten." 

" I have n't," sold Starbndk. " I 're always wondered 
what happened on the Battles — what happened to Fred 
Coffin. I 'm sure enou^ that something did." 

Peter agreed with him, and the Prince grunted. I, for s 
wonder, said nothing. At that instant the ciy came down 
from the masthead, " Land, ho t " It took a sailor to under- 
stand that cry; to others it wonld hare been as nnintel- 
ligible as a brakeman's cry of the name of a station. 

Landfall moat hare been expected, for Captain Nelson 
was on deck with his glass. He did not eren ask the usual 
question, " Where away?" bat went at once op tixe main 
rigging and searched the horison on the lee bow. Pres- 
ently he came down and spoke to the officer of the watch. 

" Well as she goes." 

" Well as she goes," the otBcer repeated; and repeated 
tiie order to the man at the wheel, who was within CMjr' 
bearing of the captain. 

" Well aa she goes," said the man at the wheel, and 
kept her on her course. 

"What Is it, Peter?" I asked. "Amsterdam?" 

Peter nodded. "Yes, lad." We had passed St Paul 
early in the night before. It would hare been well out of 
sight, anyway. 
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Anuterdun soon tote within light from the deck, and 
I went down and got my glau and left my precious Dwdel. 
I fonnd a secluded spot where I should not be likely to be 
seen, and watched the island as we drew nearer. I saw 
steep slopes, densely wooded, rising from the sea to s 
great height, bnt nothing else was to be distinguished, 
eren when we were pretty near. At last we had the island 
abeam, not over three miles away. I had the glass at my 
eyes, and was slowly sweeping over the surface, ap and 
down, and to and fro. Nothing appeared bnt the green 
of the tops of trees or bushes, I could not tell which, bnt 
they looked like trees. As I moved the glass systemati- 
cally, BO that I could see the whole of the island and lose 
nothing, suddenly I came again to the sea; but there had 
seemed to be something like a little spot of color, and it 
fluttered. It had shown on the silhouette of the island, 
against the sky, and I could not be sure of the color. I had 
passed it by, and lost it, before it had impressed itself <m 
my attention; but I hunted for it again, and I found it at 
last. 

The ship had advanced enough to show the green of 
tree-tops beyond the fluttering thing by the time I had 
found it again. I looked a long time before I could make 
out what it was, but I finally made it out. About halfway 
tip the long slope a tree bad been stripped of its npper 
branches, so that it made a tolerable pole. To this pole 
had been fastened a sailor's common red woolen onder- 
shirti that was what it was — what it had been. It had 
been there for a long time, for it showed but a faint trace | 
of its color, and it had whipped to a rag in the winds. ' 
The instant I knew it for what it was, my heart jnmped ' 
up into my throat, and I jumped up and raced aft. 

Captain Nelson listened to the brief tale which I poured 
out hurriedly, the words tumbling over each other in my 
eagerness. 

He nodded. " All right, Tim," he said. " We 're gtdng in - 
there, and we 11 sec what It means." 
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Amsterdam Island it an ancient Tolcftno. On the north- 
east, or leeward aide of the island, the old crater vails 
have cmmbled somewhat, making a harbor of a sort, and 
it was there we were bound. Soon after I spoke to the cap- 
tain the ^ards were braced aronnd, and we changed our 
coarse to the eastward. Then the men were sent aloft to 
take in sail. It happened once more that it was Smith's 
watch, and the captain watched bim narrowly. He sprang 
up the fore ri^^g — again ahead of Miller — and took 
his station at iJie foretopsaU yardarm — tiie lee yardarm. 

Mr. Snow was not on deck. I found afterword that he 
had been suspended from duty. 

Captain Nelson was in the second of his cold rages, 
— the last I ever saw. He said nothing to Smith, however, 
but he turned to me. 

" Tim," he said distinctly, " go below and get my Spen- 
cer and a clip of cartridges, and bring them to me. Hurry." 

I remember very clearly how mixed my feelings were 
as I dived into the cabin and got down the captain's 
Spencer. I did not dream that Smith would not obey orders 
when the captain bad bis rifle in his hands — if he knew 
the captain. It did not occur to me that perhaps be did not 
Itnow the captain. 

I put the loaded rifle in Captain Nelson's hands, and 
stood to one side. 

" Foretopsail yard, there! " he hailed. " You Smith! " 

Smith looked up. 

" X^y in off that yard 1 " 

Smith insolently put his hand behind his ear, as If he 
had not heard. His hearing was particularly good, and 
the captain knew It. 

" Lay in off that yard I " the captain roared. There 
could be no excuse for not understanding that. 

I do not luiDw whether Smith was simply crasy, or 
whether he thought no <»ptain would dare to shoot a man. 
I did not really believe it would come to that, but when I 
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MW Smith deliberately pot hla thomb to his ti(»e, and 
wiggle bis fingers at the captain, I knew that it was the 
end of him. And the captain raised his rifle, and shot 
Smith tliTongh the head. What else could he do? It was a 
flagrant case of mutiny. All pretense of discipline, all au- 
thority would have been at an end if he bad not. To many 
it may seem like murder. I nerer knew the rights of the 
matter, bnt nothing was ever done about it. 

The crew had stopped work for the moment, to see how 
the contest was coming out. When the shot rang out — 
Spencers did not ring ont; it was more like a blow of a 
sledge — and through the smoke I saw Smith throw up his 
hands, I gasped. As the body fell like lead into the sea, a 
gasp went up from the men ; then I heard a sort of mu^ 
moring from them. They were thrown into constemaUcm. 
Some went to work again with shaldng hands, others 
stopped work entirely. Those on deck stirred and moved 
about uncertainly. I was reminded of the ripples which 
cross and recross when a stone is thrown into a comer of 
a dodc 

Captcdn Nelson called to them sharply. " To your duty, 
menl In with that topsail!" He tapped his rifle as he 
spoke. 

" Are n't yon going to lower a boat for him ?" The ques- 
tion came from the group of men about the foremast. 

" No. He 's a dead man, and a mutineer. I lower no 
boat for him." 

The men on the yard were at their work again, and ths 
mnrmurlngs quickly died out. In five minutes more they 
were all as busy as though nothing bad happened. Captain 
Nelson sorprised everybody by orderins a boat lowered. 
Mr. Baker gave the captain a curious look, bnt said noth- 
ing, and proceeded to lower. 

"Poor devil!" said the captain, whose burst of anger 
had exhausted itself. " I had to do it. Follow us in to an- 
chorage, Mr. Baker, and if you find the body we '11 at- 
tend to it" 
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On m^ w«n above the model, sa I dt here now, banga 
Smitli'a knife: the one to which Peter owed bii life. I got 
poiaeasion of it — honestly — later, and I kept it for — 
well, became I wanted to keep it. There are associations 
connected with that knife. The Idea of getting possession 
of it seised me as Mr. Baker lowered and dropped astern 
to search for Smith's body. 

We left him quartering the water carefullj in the 
search, and drifted down to onr anchorage less than a 
half-^Ie from a little beach. Three scarecrows stood npon 
that beach, and watched ns come to anchor. They were clad 
In rags, and had ragged, bnaby beards. I was looking at 
them through my glass, bat I did not know them, and did 
not expect to. They stood qnite still on the beach waiting 
for our boat, which had been dropped as soon as wo 
rounded to, and before the anchor was let go. 

Captain Nelson stood by the after bonse, loddng after 
the boat, and waiting for it to come back. It came at last, 
and the three men came easily over the side. The first was 
a big man, as big as my father, with a smile like his. He 
advanced toward the captain, with bij hand out, and the 
captain went to meet bim. 

"Glad to see yon, Cap'n," he said in a big, gentle voice. 

" How are yon, Fred? " said Captain Nelson, with a 
hearty grip of his band. "Kind o' thought I might find 
joa somewhere about." 

It was Captain Coffin of the Annie Battles. 
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Mr. Bakib came back to the ship about a conple of honn 
after tbe marooned men had come aboard. He bad ipent 
more than an hour in going to and fro, looking for Smith*! 
bodj, but had seen no aign of it, and had condnded that 
It had >unk at once. That leemed strange, for the Innga 
must hare been full of air, but nobody gave it a aecond 
thought nnleaa some of the most disaffected of the crev 
did; none of them, in all probability, gave ao much ai a 
first thought to the fact. I do not really doubt that Smith 
was dead, and that his body was swaying about in the oomc 
at the bottom of the sea, unleaa the sharks got it first But 
I remember that soon after I got home, I saw an account 
— merely an item of a few linea in a shipping paper — of 
a man's baring been taken off Amsterdam Island, and the 
description of the man might have been the description 
of Smith. He had forgotten who be was and how he got 
there, and be had been badly hurt, but be had managed 
to live alone for two years on the ialand. However, 
whether that was Smith or not, be passed out of onr Utcb 
when he dropped from the yard. 

Captain Coffin waa in the cabin with Captain Nelson 
when Mr. Baker's boat's crew came over the side. Mr. 
Baker showed no surprise when be heard of it, but Star- 
buck did. He immediately sought out the two men who had 
come aboard witfa Captain Coffin, and I suppose he got 
their story. I was not free, as I was wanted to wait upon 
the two captains ; but that waa no disadrantoge, for I got 
the story as Captain Coffin told it to Captain Nelson. 
They sat at the cabin table, leaning back in their chairs at 
their ease, with ■ pitcher of hot mm and water between 
them. I remanber the pitcher exactly. It was a rather 
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■m&ll white crockery pitcher, with a bfoish tinge, such M 
they used to serve water in st country hotels, only smaller. 
They sat there quietly, and the hot rum and water steamed 
gently between them; and Captain Coffin had his fingers 
clasped tgosely abont bla glass, but he drank little, and 
that in little sips. Between times he either gased content- 
edly out of the cabin window, saying nothing, or he spoke 
briefly of his experiences in the Battles or on Amsterdam. 
His utterances were never long at any one time, but al- 
ways punctnated by a sip and a long look but of the win- 
dow. Captain Nelson said nothing at alL I stuck afonad 
rather more closely than was necessary. 

It was the old story of mutiny, but in this case for no 
reason whatever except that the mntlnecra saw a good 
chance of taking the vessel. The ringleaders most have 
laid their plans before the Battles sailed. Captain Coffin 
thought, and have enlisted some of the crew In the scheme. 
Possibly Wallet knew about it also. They met the Clear- 
cbns at every opportunity, until Wallet went aboard of the 
Battles, where he was at the time when Captain Coffin 
told the story, so far as he knew ; bnt he had turned out to 
be such a pusillanimous cuss that be had not been able to 
maintain himself in the position first given him. The 
bothering of the Clearchns was but incidental; but the 
crew got so much fun ont of their sport with ni — or 
Drew did, which waa more to the point — that they could 
not resist the temptation to try it whenever tbey bad the 
chance. 

Sam Drew was the leader in the mutiny. At the name 
Captain Nelson grunted, and said that he knew Sam Drew, 
and had never known any good of him. Captain Coffin 
nodded, and went on with the story. It had all happened 
before they got to Fayal, Drew was a boatsteerer. One 
morning, as Captain Coffin came on deck, six men fell 
upon him at once, pinioning his hands, his arms and his 
Iqgs, and throttling him. They must have rehearsed theft 
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part* pretty thoroughly, for each man selied lome pBF* 
ticuUr member, and clang to it; he was aeised around the 
knees, u in a tackle at football — football hod hardly de- 
veloped the tackle at that time — and thrown to the deck, 
while the aixth man choked him. Captain Coffin is a ton^ 
customer to attack, and the men knew it. With two men on 
each arm, and choked by another, while the man who had 
tackled him took a turn about his ankles with the slack of 
the main sheet, he still put up a stiff fight, and almost got 
the two men on his right arm overboard. The odda were 
too great, however. He was soon bound hand and foot, 
tied to a stanchion, gasping for breath. 

He had been aware of a struggle going on forward. He 
now saw Mr. M ayhew, his first mate, beheaded by a single 
stroke of a spade, and Jim Carter, the second mate, badly 
wounded by a lance. The third mate was not to be seen, 
but he was soon brought up from below. Then Drew called 
8 cooncil of a few of his cronies — a Council of State, 
perhaps — and spoke briefly to them. Captain Coffin could 
not bear what he said to them, bat he heard plainly what 
he said afterward. 

" Over with bim, men," he said, indicating the body of 
poor Mayhew. 

The body was nnceremonioasly pitched into the sea, 
and the head after it. Then the men hesitated. 

" Over with him ! " said Drew impatiently. " Yon know 
whet happens to the man who refuses to obey orders," 

The men laid hold of the wounded Carter and began 
dragging bim to the rail. He was too badly woonded to 
resist, but Captain Coffin struggled and roared at them. 
The men hesitated again, but Drew smiled. 

" Never mind bim," he said. " He can't do anything. 
t 'm in command of this vessel now. Over with him ! " 

They got Carter np on the rail, and pitched him into the 
sea. Then Drew turned to the third mate. He, poor fellow, 
was not wounded. He saw that his fate was to be left 
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•wimming In the middle of tbe Atlantic, and he tried to 
me«t that fate like a man. It wbm too much. He conld not; 
and when Drew ofTered him the choice of joining them or 
of going over the side, he joined. It is hard to blame him 
for hia choice. 

Captain Coffin then saw the men start for him; but it 
ifoa only to carr; him below and to throw him on his bonk, 
bound as he was. He lay there until the next morning. 

Drew came to bim about tiie middle of tbe forenoon, at 
just about four bells, and sat down beside him and said 
be wanted to have a talk. He said that, unfortunately, the 
tliird mate had fallen overboard during the night This 
may hare been true, or be may have been distrusted and 
have been thrown overboard, or his conscience may hare 
tortured him so that he jumped orerboard. Captain Coffin 
nerer knew which was the truth, but the fact was that he 
was no longer there, and the vessel was without a naviga- 
tor excepting the captain. Drew, therefore, had a proposi- 
tion to make, and the captain conld take it or leave it. It 
was this : that the captain should navigate, under guard in 
his cabin, coming out only at night for observations. If 
be would not consent to that he would follow his three 
mates. 

That was rather a hard choice; but Captain Coffin could 
■ee no gain to anybody by his being thrown overboard, 
while, if he accepted, there might be a chance of getting 
his vessel back. He did not see bow, and he had no plans, 
but there would be time enough to make them. So he ac- 
cepted Drew's offer, on condiUon that he was to be free in 
bis cabin, and that he was not to be compelled to speak to 
any of them. Drew smilingly agreed to those conditions; 
and it had been strictly true that be was " confined to his 
cabin, " and that he left written instructions on the cabin 
table every morning. Thereafter, he saw nothing except 
the view obtained from his stateroom port, and a brief 
nightly view of the starlit heavens and a wide, dark sea. 
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Drew blouelf told him vhere they wanted to go, and be 
did the rest 

This itate of aifaira contianed until he had navigated, 
according to inatmctions, to Amsterdam Island, and had 
come to anchor there. He knew nothing of what had taken 
place on the schooner since the mutiny, as he was at all 
times elosely guarded. Then he was told briefly to come 
along, and was taken ashore with the two other men — 
both foremast hands — and left there, with nothing but 
what they had on their persons. Why they did not simply 
throw all three of them orerhoard he coald not imagine, 
unless they had had enon^ of murder; and why he had 
been permitted to navigate so long, when they had a com- 
petent navigator in Wallet, he did not see. Bat so it was. 
No doubt Wallet had been navigator since; the nine 
months that they had been on Amsterdam. His plans — be 
had made many — had come to nothing, bnt what could be 
have done, and why was the sitaation not better as it was 
than it would have been if he had allowed himself to be 
thrown overboard? Tell him that. 

To that Captoin Nelson growled assent. " Where 'd 
yon get your flag?" he asked. 

Captain Coffin straightened in his chair, and brought his 
fist down on the table. " Gorry i " be cried. " I forgot that 
flag. 1 11 hare to go ashore and take it down. It 's my 
nndershirt." 

" Only one you bad t " 

" 'Course. *D you think I wore two?" 

"Cold?" 

" Sometimes. But that 's nothing, and it 's over and done 
with." 

The two captains sat silent for a while. Captain Coffin 
gaiing out of the cabin window. 

" I aimed," he said at last, " to wreck her, if nothing 
better turned np, when we got when there were some 
people, and my chance would be as good as the next man'a. 
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I gucM Dieir knew it, and tboogbt be 'd better get lid of 
me. I had the Eeelings in mind, or Snnda Strait " — he 
called it Sunday — " or some porta thcreabouta, if the 
weather turned favorable for wrecking. Pretty bad galea 
at the Keellngs in the geason. Well — that 's all, I guess. 
I 'd like to come across the Battles again. Maybe I '11 be 
able to get some fast little schooner, and some kind of a 
. crew, at Batavia, and go after her. I 'd spend my last cent 
on it" 

Captain Nelson grunted again. " I 'd give you a berth 
here if I had one. Better make up your mind to stay on 
this ship, Fred, and we '11 see what turns up. I '11 ship your 
two men. We 're two men short." Then he told about 
Smith. 

" Good ! " cried Captain Coffin. " Good I Just right, and 
jnst like you, Cap'n. I 'd have given something to have 
the chance on the Battles, bat there was never a suspicion. 
Drew was too smart He 's a damned smart man." 

" H'm I " Captain Nelson was noncommittal. " Now that 
we 're here, we may as well lay in some wood. I '11 have 
the men take down that shirt of yours." 

Then be turned to me, and told me that I might as well 
go on deck, for they would not need my services right 
away. I took the hint, and went After all, stories of mu- 
tinies are moch alike; they differ only in details. But the 
two captains sat there a couple of hours longer, with the 
fresh pitcher of hot rum and water which I had brought 
just before I came up. 

Something turned up sooner than they could have ex- 
pected. We were only a day at Amsterdam laying in wood, 
for we did not really need wood. Our anchor was up the 
next afternoon and we sailed to the northeast, bound either 
to Sunda Strait, or for a cruise along the south coast of 
Java, as circumstances might determine. We had been out 
about a week, and were getting into more comfortable 
weather, when I was awakened, very early one morning. 
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hy a, nnnpna on deck. There were flhouta, a tramping of 
feet, and a heavy report, like that of a Spencer gun. My 
heart jnmped up into my throat, I waa completely awake, 
there waa that prickling Bensation at the roots of my hair, 
my breath came ahort and hard, and I found that I waa 
smiling. It was no use, I was always talcen that way 
when any kind of a fight promised. I could no more help 
it than I could help breathing; not so eaaily. I acrambled 
into aome clothes and ran up the ladder. 

I came out into the gray, melancholy half-light of early 
dawn. I was conscious of It and of the whispering sea 
■bout us. If I had ever contemplated suicide, I am sore it 
would hare been at just that time of day, for that is the 
time when a man's fortitude is at the lowest ebb, every- 
thing looks black, and the futore holds no promise. The 
darkest night ia not nearly ao bad. That gray loneliness o( 
early dawn is an equally fitting time to choose for going 
insane, and Mr. Snow aeemed to have chosen it for that 
purpose. He was standing in the same spot that Captain 
Melson occupied when he dropped Smith from the yard, 
and was living over that experience, with himself In the 
captain's place. A Spencer was in his right hand, the bar- 
rel in the hollow of his left arm, and a long, sharp lance 
leaned against the after houae. Now and then he bellowed 
an order at an imaginary man on the yard, and that waa 
apparently what he had shot at. Spencer bullets, however, 
are not imaginary, and nothing was to be seen of the men 
of the watch. They had run forward and taken refuge be- 
hind the foremast, the try-works, and anything that offered 
shelter. I caught a glimpse of one poor fellow who had 
taken refuge behind the mainmast, almost directly in 
front of Mr. Snow, and who was trying his level best to 
make himself small. Mr. Snow did not notice him; did not 
ace him. All hia attention was directed to that f orctopsall 
yard. 

I>ss than half a minute bod gone since the report of 
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tbe Spencer had atartled me into full wakefnlnen. I had 
mj trousers on, bat I had not stopped to bntton them, 
trusting to one ■nspender to hold them in place. I had come 
up the booby-hatch, a very few feet behind Mr. Snow, and 
althongh I was barefoot, I must have made considerable 
noise; but he was so taken np with his bellowing and flour- 
ishing that he did not hear me. I think I might hare come 
through the deck at his very feet and ran into him withont 
bis being aware of It. I heard quiet stirrings on tbe cabin 
ladder and down the booby-hatch, and I knew that the 
mates and boatateerers would be on hand in a few sec- 
onds; and noises in the cabin told me that Captain Nelson 
would not be far behind. Mr. Snow's attention had at last 
been attracted by a movement behind tbe mainmast — 
the man there was so scared that he could not keep still — 
and he raised his rifle. It was like shooting point-blank at 
the side of a barn. He might easily hit the man, who had 
not sense enough to keep behind the mast, but kept pop- 
ping out. I was upon him in one jump, had him about the 
body from behind, and was grabbing for the rifle. 

I was much taller and stronger than when I had tackled 
Lupo, and Mr. Snow was not the man that Lnpo waa. 
Still, I was not prepared for tbe strength that he showed. 
Although I succeeded in deflecting the rifle, he managed 
to discharge it, catching tbe flesh of my thumb partly 
under the hammer, making a wound that bothered me tot 
weeks. The bullet ploughed up the deck. Then another 
pair of arms enveloped him. It was Mr. Macy, and in bia 
arms Mr. Snow was helpless. Then the boatsteeren and 
the other mates appeared, with the captain just behind 
them, and I let go my hold and fell badL. 

Mr. Snow was violently insane, there was no doobt 
about that. He atmggled, shouted, and foamed at the 
mouth. They to<^ bun below, and be was kept locked in 
his cabin for two days, but be made such a row there that 
nobody could get much sleep. On the second day be sac- 
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ceedcd In setting fire to his m&ttreM, vhlch made a great 
■moke uid almost smothered htm. The fire was put ont and 
he was reaosdtated ; but Captain Nelson was forced, for 
the safety of the ship, to put him in irons and remove him 
from the cabin. I used to hear his cries and shouts for 
days, issuing from the bowels of the Clearchus somewhere. 
Finally thej stopped, and I was afraid that be had died; 
hot the steward told me that he was onlj sulking, and 
would not say a word, or take any notice of him when he 
carried food to him. I did not blame Mr. Snow for that, 
and thought ft might be a symptom of returning sanity. 
The steward was a thoroughly obnoxious little pest and 
had a spedai animosity toward Mr. Snow for continuing 
to live and adding to his work. Poor fellow! I refer to 
Mr. Snow, and not to the steward. What an unhappy time 
he must hare had ever since we left Cape Town! 

We were standing to the northeast, for the Keeling 
Islands, hoping to find some homeward-bound whaler 
there to which we could transfer our crasy man. Imagine 
having such a passenger foisted upon yon; but nobody 
seemed to bare any doal>t that any whaler going home 
would take him. It seemed to be his only chance — and 
ours. It was wearing upon the nerves of every one in the 
ship to hear the noises that he made, and then to have the 
noises stop. I used to listen for them, and Peter said that 
the men used to; and the men were highly superstitfoos, 
as ignorant sailors are apt to be. I have no shame in ac- 
knowledging that I was superstitious myself. The men 
maintained that nothing but bad luck would come from it, 
and I found myself of their opinion, although I knew well 
enough that it was foolish and had no sense or reason in 
It, unless the very belief of the men should bring on the 
thing they feared. Nevertheless, I was In suspense ^ 
waiting for it. 

The bad luck came soon enough. We had got alxiut half- 
vay to the KeeUngs, and had not' seen » single sponL That 
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did not bother Captain Nelson, for I have no reason to 
think he was expecting to see any; bnt one afternoon we 
raised a solitary spoat to leeward. We had struck the 
sbutheast trades two days before, and were then bowling 
along merrily, the ship making a great fnss, but not ao 
much headway as anybody would be led to think who did 
not know her ways. The wind w«> strong from a little 
Booth of east, which made it as nearly close-hauled as waa 
comfortable for the Clearchua, and It was typical trade- 
wind weather. The whale was about three or four milei 
off the lee bow when we first saw his spout. 

We did not lower at once; indeed, there was donbt 
whether we should lower at all. I saw Captain Nelson 
gaiing at the Spout for a long time, eridently in donbt 
what to do. Obvionsly, he hated to lose the time, for he 
was assioos to get Mr. Snow started home as soon aS 
possible, and any delay might mean that he would miss the 
ship which otherwise he would catch. I could almost see 
the arguments which passed through his mind. Captain 
Nelson was a tender-hearted man under his cmst, and I 
believe his anxiety was entirely for Mr. Snow, and that he 
was thinking of getting him started home as soon as poa- 
sible rather than contemplating the relief it would be to 
get rid of him. But obviously, too, he was out for whales^ 
and there was one within easy reach ; " she blows and she 
breaches, and sparm at that," to quote the immortal classic 
of Captain Simmons. " lie is sceerce, and ile is money." 
That settled it Captain Nelson began to move slowly to 
end fro, and I knew that we should lower as soon as wa 
got into a favorable position. 

Soon after Mr. Snow's collapse Captoin Coffin had been 
offered thefourth mate's berth until there should be some- 
thing better. I{e took it at once, like the good sport he was. 
The two men who came with him relieved the aallmaker 
and me, so that I was now nothing but cabin boy. I did not 
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like being anceremonloosly pashed out of my bo«t In that 
iray, but there was nothing to do or say about it, so I held 
my peace, and tried to be contented. 

Mr. Baker and Captain Coffin lowered — I suppose I 
should not speak of him as Captain Coffin now, as he was 
temporarily fourth mate, and plain Mr. Coffin. The whale 
was travelling about as fast as the ship, and had not soun- 
ded since we had sighted him. There was something a little 
odd about the way he trsvelled, but it was nothing very ex- 
traordinary, and it was only after we had been watching 
him for a good while that it was forced upon our atten- 
tion. It turned ont'tbat the whale was blind. Mr. Tilton 
was the first man to say what was the matter, and It 
dawned upon him only when he saw bow the whole acted 
while the boats were pulling up to strike. 

They approached from the rear, where the whale could 
not have seen them in any case. Mr. Baker was to star- 
board of him, and about a boat's length ahead of Mr. 
Coffin, who was to port. The wash of the seas under the 
strong trade wind was enough to nearly drown the noise 
of the oars, and the men were pulling hard. Mr. Baker was 
just drawing past the flukes, when the whale seemed to 
feel that everything was not as it should be. The slow, 
steady, pumping motion of the flukes ceased, and the great 
flukes moved from side to side, feeling, as delicately and 
gently as the antenuB of an insect, for whatever thety 
might find. Mr. Baker pulled ahead, and avoided them. 
Mr. Coffin tried to avoid them, but could not, for they 
were just abeam of him, and the men felt the gentle touch 
upon the keel amidships. At that moment Starbuck planted 
his first iron near the side fin, and at that touch npon the 
keel. Miller, knowing instantly that something would 
happen, hastily seized a harpoon, and darted. The harpoon 
struck just under the hump. There was no chance for a 
second iron, for the flukes lifted convulsively, staving in 
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two planks, And rolling the boat over; tben csme down In 
■ smashing blow upon the water, and the whale started 

The men of Captain Coffin's boat were swimming about 
the wreck. I was watching through my old gloss, and 
counted heads. There was one missing, although I could 
not tell, at that distance, who it was. Mr. Baker was fast 
disappearing, to the eastward, in the foaming wake of the 
whale. Still watching, I thought I saw a head niddcnlr bob 
up In the sea behind the whale. I lost it, and, after a long 
•earch, I found it again. The man, whoever he was, seemed 
to be having difficoltj In swimming. I dropped the gloss 
to the end of its Unyard, where it swung and bnmped 
against my chest at every jump, while I ran to tell Captain 
Neloon. Mr. Brown lowered at once, and went after him. 

Mr. Brown was soon back with Captain Coffin, who hod 
torn a tendon in his ankle. He had been caught under his 
boat when it rolled over, and a tub of line had been emp- 
tied over him, entangling him completely. The coils of line 
were wound about his body, arms, and legs, and the wh&Ie 
was running. He fought desperately to get clear of the 
line, and thooght he was clear, when a bight of the line 
tightened about his ankle. He was jerked nnder water 
when the line came tant, but managed to get hold of the 
line, poll himself forward, and cut. Captain Coffin was s 
powerful man, never lost his head, and was resourceful; 
but most whalemen who survive • — and many who do not 
•^ are thaL He was helped into the cabin, and spent most 
of the next three weeks with bis bandaged ankle up on the 
lounge there, fretting because he could not return to his 
doty. 

Mr. Brown bad made another trip, and brought back 
the stove boat and its crew. That was a job for Peter. 
Mr. Baker hod gone off dead to windward. It was almost 
hopeless to stand after bim in the Cleorcbus, but we did 
so, making short tacks so that he might not lose ns. He 
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came back about daHc, ratber ereatfallen, witbout faia 
whale. After roiming ten or twelve milea, the whale had 
aonoded oot all his line. He waited more than an bonr for 
the whale to come np, in tbe hope that he could, at least, 
get hold of tbe line again; bnt nothing had been aeen of 
tbe whale. He mnit have run for mile* under water. 



CHAPTER XXIX 

Wk reached the Keelings late in April, having taken no 
whales since leaving Desolation. Captain Nelson found that 
the Bartholomew Gosnold hod left a few hours before we 
arrived. This was unfortunate. I have no doubt that the 
fact made the captain regret more than ever that he had 
stopped to lower for the blind whale. He had had « boat 
/■tove. Captain Coffin had beenlaid up, he had missed tlie 
Gosnold, and he did not get the whale. Still, probably he 
would do the same thing again under the some circuoi- 
stancea, and probably he ought to. I was especially sorry 
that we had missed the Gosnold, for she was going directly 
home and would have taken letters. It was some months 
since I had written home, and I had a large instalment 
of my jonmal ready to send; but I could send it from 
Batavia. 

For the few days that we were at the Reelings we had 
exceptionally good weather, and we visited North Keeling 
Island, which is not often possible. The Island is unin- 
habited except by birds and some other things, among 
which is a monstrous land crab which climbs trees and 
feeds on coconuts. Between the coconut palms and iron- 
wood trees there Is a dense forest covering the island, 
which is only about a mile long. We saw literally myriads 
of frigate-birds, boobies, terns, and other sea-birds, all of 
which nest there. I was especially interested in the frigate- 
birds and their nests. The birds would rise from their nests 
and soil in spirals to great heights, apparently very angry, 
inflating the red pouches on their necks as they rose. I was 
for seeing whether I could not find a few good eggs for 
my collection, but Peter dissuaded me. He thought that the 
birds would not take it well. As for my collection of eggs, 
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I had not began it yet, but I thnnght that frigate-birdi* 
cgg> would be a good thing to begin with. 

I still think so, and regret my failure to get an egg or 
two. No doubt, if I bad got them, they would now be 
adorning the loft of my bam, wbere various collections of 
my son's ornament the walls, in various stages of des- 
iccation or decay. There are a collection of eggs, some of 
tbem rare; a collection of seaweeds and mosses, dried aud 
mounted on cards, and lettered very beaatifully; shells of 
erabs, likewise mounted on cards, among which are two or 
three shells of young horseshoe crabs about an inch or two 
long, very delicate and perfect; a collection of wild-flowers, 
dried, pressed, and mounted; a collection of lichens; and 
collections of various other kinds, which I forget at this ^ 
moment. These collections represent different phases in 
my son's development which he very promptly forgot 
as soon as they were past, but each of which was absorbing 
while it lasted. I do not look at them often, but I would 
not have them touched, and neither would Ann McKIm. 

I should bare been glad to stay longer, but the voyage 
was neither for my health, which was disgustingly rugged, 
nor for my pleasure, and Captain Nelson sailed for Sunda 
Strait without consulting me. It is not a long stretch from 
the Keellngs to the Strait, but we were delayed and 
turned aside by whales, of which we saved two, both of 
which lay £n out within an hour from lowering. They were 
fairly large, and made more than one hundred and £f^ 
barrels, and raised our stock of spenn oil on board to 
ahoot twelve hundred barrels. 

We finished our trying-out late one afternoon, and kept 
off for Sunda Strait, making a beginning at our scrubbing 
of the ship. We were directly in the track of sailing vessels 
bound through the Strait to China and Japan, and very 
nearly in the track of steamers both ways. Sunda Strait Is 
the narrow throat of the highway between the Indian 
Ocean and all the seas and ports to the east, and it Is al' 
most busy enough to need a traffic policeman. 
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Thftt nigfat was a Tcry dork night; pitch-black, moonless 
and cloaded over, so that there wu not even the little 
light from the stars. The blackness of the night seemed 
' thick, oppressive. I could not catch even a gleam from the 
water, and it is very rarelj the case that yoD cannot see 
the water now and then, even on a dark nighL It seems 
moeh lighter at sea than it does on shore. Everybody aft 
had turned in, and there was do light showing from the 
stem ports, for I looked over the stem to see. I could 
not bring myself to turn in, for I was half afraid, to tell 
the whole truth, although I do not know what I was afraid 
of. The thick blackness of the night seemed ominous. 

I stood at the stem, looking out over the wake — which 
glowed dully with swirling phosphoresceuce — for a long 
time. Then I wandered forward, and stood under the fwe 
rigging, on the weather side. The wind was fresh, and I 
heard the noise the Clearchus made going through the 
water, with an occasional muffled cluck of a blodt, the 
regular slatting of some slack rope against a sail, or per* 
haps the reef points. I looked along the deck, or where 
the deck ought to be, and I conld see nothing. I felt as I 
used to feel on the infrequent occasions when my mother 
had shut me in a closet, except that there was no parox- 
ysm of temper to make me forget the darkness, and that 
there was a feeling of utter loneliness, as though I were 
perched on nothing, all alone in the midst of a sea of 
blackness. I became almost afraid to move my feet for 
fear that there would be nothing under them. When Peter 
and the Prince spoke to me gently, at my shoulder, I very 
nearly cried out. 

If I had not heard thte Prince I should not have known 
he was there. I could see no sign of him. Peter's face was 
but a dim blor, and nothing of his body was visible. Your 
true whaleman does not go about his business clad in a 
natty white duck suit, like a navy saflormon, and with 
a teacup of a white hat perched upon his head; but he 
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-wesn old civilian clotfaea, which look — by daylight — 
as though they had been boiled in oil, and then, while still 
wet with it, had been dragged through sU the dost of the 
wharves. Such clothes make him practically invisible on 
an ordinarily dark night. 

lo a very low voice that was scarcely more than a 
whisper, Peter remarked that it was a black night. I agreed 
with him enthusiastically, and the Prince grunted his as- 
sent. We stood there by the fore rigging for some time In 
silence. None of ns seemed to feel like talking^ or to know 
what to say. 

" Yon can hardly see the fo'c'sle lamp," Peter observed 
at last. " It looks as If it was In a thick dond of smoke. 
It won't bum bright, whatever we do to ft, and there 's 
some that >ay there 's a sort of halo around the fiame, 
like the halos they pnt aronnd the heads of their saints — 
like a sort of sun-dog. It may be so, though 1 did n't see 
it Something 's going to happen, I 'm thinking. I never 
saw a darker night." 

I tried to reply lightly, but I could not, and did not 
reply at all. The Prince said nothing, and in a few minute* 
they bad faded away into the darkness. I went back to the 
stem, and stood there for a long time, peering out, but see- 
ing nothing. The silent man at the wheel was some com- 
fort, and once in a while Mr. Tilton, who had that 
watch, looked In. There was the faint bubbling of the 
wake, and the same noises as before, but largely cut off 
by the roof of the house. I had glanced at the compass, 
which was swung just Inside the cabin skylight instead of 
In a binnacle, and had seen that we were heading dne 
north. That was not sailing very close, but the Clearchus 
really made more if she was not held too close to the wind. 
I was getting drowsy In spite of my uneasiness, and was 
just making up my mind to turn In. In fact I had taken 
my elbows from the taffrail, on which I bad been leaning, 
and raised my eyes. 
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Suddenly, witliont my being consciona of It, there broke 
from taj throat a yell that would have waked the dead; 
and there loomed out of the blacknesa, jnst at oar item, 
the flying jibboom of a ship. It was high over my head, 
and I conid jnst dimly make oat jibs rising from it which 
■eemed to reach to the heavens. I had do time to think, 
hot I know I had the impression that our stem was 
rare to be cnt off, and I yelled again. If I had taken time 
to think I should have realised that that other ship was 
bound for the Strait, as we were, but sailing a coople of 
points closer; and that, even if she was going three knots 
to oar one, oar chances of escape were good. Hindsight 
Is easy; and when I saw the end of the spritaail yard and 
some stays within reach of my hand I grabbed them — 
probably the flying-jib guys — and hanled myself up and 
landed in her nettings. I was still there when the two 
vessels came together. The yards of the ship I was on were 
braced well around, or the damage wonld have been 
greater. As it was, the Clearchns had her spanker carried 
away, and a spare boat brushed off the roof of her after 
house, and she was given a gentle push on her coarse. 
Then she vanished quickly into the night. 

The strange ship had apparently put her helm down 
as soon as it was known that there was danger of a col- 
lision, hot was jast beginning to feel it A big ship — this 
ship turned out to be about twice the sise of the Clearchus 
— a big ship like that does not mind her helm instantly, 
and she bad come up perhaps half a point or less when the 
moment had passed, and the helm was pat up again, 
bringing her back to her course. I do not believe she would 
have come np much more in any case, for a moment later 
showed me that she had everything set, even to studding- 
sails on the weather side; and having all those sails taken 
suddenly aback in the breese that was blowing might have 
resulted in greater damage — to her, at least — than ao 
actual collision. 
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I say tliat a moment later I saw that ahc had ererjthing 
Bct. I was just getting to mj feet to feel mj way aft, when 
there was a blinding glare of lightning which illaminated 
the KA for miles around. It was brighter than day; and 
the picture of the Clearchus, pegging along on our lee 
quarter, as though nothing bad happened, and of the dond 
of sail carried by the ship which carried me, was etched 
upon my mind with a precision and permanence which 
pennitted examination at my leisure. I foond that the 
Clearchus was unhurt ; men at work taking In her spanker, 
and broiling it, the gaff broken. A spare boat gone, and 
some splintered woodwork on the starboard comer of the 
after house were the only evidences. 

No burst of rain followed that single flash of lightning, 
but a crash of thunder, and the giants seemed to be bowl- 
ing over my bead. Then, after a little, threads of lightning 
began to chose each other over the sky, and soon the sky 
was covered with an interlacing network, the lines moving 
Incessantly, accompanied by a ccmtinuous crackling, like 
the cracklings In a gigantic frying-pan. The wind had 
dropped almost instantly, and we lay there, rolling gently 
in the swell, and Sapping that enormous spread of canroa 
in a flat calm. 

It was light enough to see easily where I was going, and 
I made my way Inboard, where I was met by the lookout. 
He sent me aft to see the officer of the watch, who ques- 
tioned me briefly. I wanted him to send me aboard the 
Clearchus at once, but he refused, saying that the breese 
might start up again at any moment, and that, with all 
that spread of sail, they would inevitably leave their boat 
behind; and that he would not call all hands to reduce 
sail for anybody. He said that I bad come on his ship of 
my own accord, and if I did not like it I could leave. 
He would not keep me from going; or a boat could be 
sent for me from my own ship without much trouble. That 
was true. I wondered why they did not send for me, for I 
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though that the' nun at the wheel had leen me go; hot 
I fotind ont afterward that the man at the wheel had been 
M> completely taken np with other things that he had not 
noticed m^ departure, and tfa^ had not yet found that I 
was misring. 

While I rtood talking with the officer the breexe began 
to come in again from the same qoarter aa before. The 
■alia filled gradnallj, and the ship heeled a little, and be- 
gan to forge ahead. He would not bother with me any 
longer, and sent me to the steerage, where there waa * 
spare honk. By the time I had turned in the breese had 
become strong again, the lightning had withdrawn below 
the eastern horiion, the clouds were breaking, and the ship 
was doing a good fonrteen knots and something to spare. 

The ship was the Virginia of London, Mardudl, master, 
last from Mauritius, bound for Hongkong and Canton. 
I saw Marshall, master, in the morning. Captain Marshall 
was a man between thirty-five and fort^, clean-sharen 
when that was less the fashion than it is now ; and a man 
who would take the trouble to shave himself every morn' 
ii^ at sea, would take a great deal more trouble about 
more important matters. He was a well-set man of above 
the medium height, with brown hair just beginning to turn 
gray. I noticed him particalarly becaose he looked enon^ 
like Smith to be his brother, except that his eyes were not 
of that opaque china-blue, but a gray that was alive, and. 
hinted at kindness beneath his crust of silence and stern- 
ness. I wondered whether, by any strange chance, be was 
Smith's brother, and whether he would care to know that 
we had left his brother sinking into the oose off Amster- 
dam. 

I did not tell him. He was not a man who invited con- 
fidences, but a wonderful master of a ship, if I was any 
judge. He seemed to know all about me, and about the 
Clearchus, but that, I suppose, was only inference and 
good guessing. He told me Uiat I might consider myself a 
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puienger on his ihlp for two or three day*, aa he hod a 
fall crew ; and he told me verj particularly what a pa>- 
eenger might do and what be might not. He would land me 
at Anjer or at Batavia, as I preferred; and he would lee 
m; captain, if the Clearcbns arrived before be left, and 
pay for any damage the had suffered. If be did not ice 
Captain Nelson, I was to tell him that the owners of the 
Virginia would be happy to pay for bis repairs if he woold 
send them a bill. Then I was dismissed courteously. I had 
not said a word daring the interview. 

I spent the whole of that day on deck, taking a very 
simple but an exquisite pleasure in just watching the ship 
sail. She did it so beautifully! There was a smashing 
breese from the southeast, bat the Virginia had everything 
set that she could stand up onder, — a cloud of white can- 
vas resching np and up, apparently without end; she was 
heeled to her channels, and she Mailed. It was a revelation 
to me; the speed, the discipline, which was like that on a 
war vessel, the continuous attention to little things like 
trimming in a sheet six inches, the haul on bowlines, nntil 
each soil drew withont a tremor, pulling and hauling or 
'slacking off a brace by inches, to make the angle exactly 
what the officer of the deck thought it should be. In the 
minute attention given to details it was like a continnon* 
yacht race of to-day, but of ten or twelve thousand miles 
instead of thirty. The men were ative every minute of the 
time; they jumped at an order, and were satigfied and 
willing and proud of their ship. Anybody could see that, 
hut who would not be? I had no doubt that there had been 
many and many a heartbreaking day of setting up and tar- 
ring down rigging, sloshing masts, reeving ropes, and 
bending sails, — there most have been, on a ship driven 
as the Virginia was driven, — but I saw none of it that 
day. She was almost into port, and it was all done until 
the next time. The discipline was strict, but sailormen do 
not object to that. I think that, in their hearts, they like It. 
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Tbe^ bad a man of Iron for master, but they hod good 
qnartera, good food, and good treatment. There would be 
no desertions at the next port And the officers irere all 
proud of the ship and put their best into her. As for Mar- 
shall, master, he loved the ship; Wed her so well that he 
could not bear to see her not looking her best and doing 
her beat. 

Until late that afternoon I hong orer the weather rail, 
in the space to which passengers were limited, to nse Cap- 
tain Marshall's words, in a condition of unalloyed bliss. 
I revelled in the breeae, in the sight of the marching, 
tonnj sea, in the way the ship cut cleanly through the seas, 
keeping her bows wet with spray, in the crisp commands 
and the way the men responded to them, in the noises of 
8 ship and the soond of the water, and in tbe silence. Now 
and then I lifted my eyes to tbe towering pyramid of can- 
vas, and I could not help echoing the thought of tbe sailor 
quoted by Dana: " How quietly they do their woitt " 

Captain Marshall was on dec^ nearly all day, pacing 
the dedc by the weather rail, but I did not bear him give 
on order. He scarcely spoke. I think that he was in much 
the same condition as I. He watched the sea and the sky 
and the sails, and occasionally he smiled as if he was half 
ashamed of doing so, but could not help it. On one of 
these occasions I spoke to him impulsively. 

" Captain Marsliall," I said, " I must thank you for 
giving me this day. It has been as happy n day as I ever 
spent." 

He was pnsiled at this ontburat, and he hardened. 
"Just what," he began coldly, " do yon — " 

" Tbe ship," I intermpted; " she sails so beautifully I I 
never expected to have sacb an experience — never knev 
there was such to be bad." 

He smiled again at that. " Oh, yes," he said, " the ship. 
She 's a sweet saUer — a sweet sailer," He turned on hja 
heel, still murmuring " sweet sailer." 
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I looked oot orer tbe water agftln, and skw Java Head 
jnat rising above the hoijion. 

Late that night we came to anchor before Anjer, tha 
fourth bay on the right aa yon go throogh the Strait from 
the Indian Ocean. The captain went ashore in the morning, 
but I did not go with him. I would go on to Batavia. It woa 
jnrt around the corner. 



CHAPTER XXX 

At BsUtU I lUred on board of the Virgiiiis ■■ long as 
I coold. I had not a eent of vacmtj in m; podutt, and I 
did not like to aak help of aaj kind, even of the American 
eonan]. The Vi^inia bad tome freight to be unloaded, and 
I watched the men breaking out th^ part of the ca^o 
while Captain Harthall went ashore. The captain appar- 
ently did not see me that morning, which I suppoae waa 
faia way of being indnlgent. There waa a good deal of 
freight to be taken off, and when it was ont of the way 
there wai as moch more to be taken in and atowed : great 
quantities of angar and coffee and sfrices for En^and, 
and some things for Hongkong and Canton, I conld not tell 
what. I wondered Idly why they took aboard the cargo for 
England on the way east, but I nerer fonnd out. The 
officers of the Virginia were not the kind of men one asked 
idle qaestions. 

The cargo was not all stowed before noon of the next 
day, and there was no sign of the Clearchos. I was getting 
very nneasy, and had actosilly made a more to speak to the 
captain, when he tnmed to me. 

" Here 's your ship," he said. 

I looked down the hay, and taw her npper masts and 
dirl7, slovenly looking sails, appearing indistinctly abore 
the islands. It was a great contrast to the white canvas and 
shining spars of the Virginia, and I felt a strange mix- 
ture of relief and disappointment. 

We had to wait for the Clearchnt, for the wind ma 
light, and I thought that she never would get in. Captain 
Marshall did not wait for her to pnt her anchor over, but 
was pnlled out and met her, leaving the Virginia with her 
anchor hove short, her soils loosed and hanging in the 
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clevlinea, and the crev rtanding by to make wIL He 
vent oTcz the side of the Clearchna much more eaailj 
sad gracefnlly th&n I did, and immediately went below 
with Captain Nelson. To my astonishment, I was hailed as 
one raised from the dead. It seems that nobody bad seen 
me at the moment of my departure, and I had not been 
missed ontil some boors after the collision. Then the maa 
who had been at the wheel recalled my yells, and they con- 
cluded that I bad been knocked overboard. Of coarse it 
was then too late to look for me, as nobody could swim for 
four or five hours at the rate the Clearchus was going, 
small as that rate was. I langhed when I beard this ex- 
planation, but I made no comment. If they did not know, 
or bad forgotten, that I conid not swim at all, I would 
not bring op a painful subject. Peter and the Prince said 
nothing, but I was afraid that Peter's smile would crack 
his leather cheeks. 

I was relieved from this embarrassing situation by the 
return to the deck of Captain Marshall, accompanied by 
Captain Nelson. Both captains looked pleased, especially 
Captain Nelson. They stopped for a moment to glance at 
the damage done, wblch was trifling, except for the loss 
of the boat. As this thought crossed my mind I looked up 
at the roof of the after bouse. There was no boat missing. 
They must have picked It up. I asked Peter, and he 
nodded, saying that it was nnhurL At that moment Peter 
and the Prince were called to their duty, and our anchor 
was let go. I sidled aft, to be within plain sight of Cap- 
tain Marshall when he left. That was all I could do. He 
took no notice of me, but disappeared over the side. I was 
disappointed, and felt a sinking of the heart; but I had 
no reason to expect anything better. To him I was but 
one of the crew of the Clearchus, and a whaleman. Smart 
masters of smart ships have a profonnd contempt for 
whalemen as a class, becsase of their general slackness, 
I suppose, although those of them who really know feel 
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an ajaailj profound reapect for their venturesoiDe spirit. 
Captain Marshall vai the master of the smarteat ship I 
have erer come across, and the condition of hiA veasel re- 
flected the character of the muter, as it always does. The 
impression I got of Captain Marshall, and the one I sl- 
vays retained, was that of a kind man — if yon once got 
under his stiff crust of reserve and custom. I think that, at 
heart, he was sentimental, and was afraid tliat tlie cmirt 
might break and show his real nature. So he never forgot, 
bnt took every opportunity to harden and stiffen the crust; 
and he lavished a wealth of sentiment on his ship in secret. 

I found Captain Coffin standing just forward of the 
house, nursing his bandaged ankle and gazing at the Vir- 
ginia. I took my stand beside him, and we watched while 
the Virginia got her anchor up smartly, and got under 
way smartly, without the smallest mistake or mishap. Her 
canvas fell into place swiftly and with the precision of » 
machine, and she was soon well on her way to sea under 
a veritable cloud of snowy canvas, and going like a race- 
horse. There was no sound from Captain Coffin until the 
Virginia was almost out of sight. Then he heaved a long 
sigh, and turned to me, almost with tears in his eyes. 

" Well, Tim," he said, with a amile, " she 'a a great 
vessel — a great ship, and as sweet a sailer as I ever saw." 

I grinned in return, from ear to ear. "That 's what 
Captain Marshall says, sir, and he's just right. I spent 
one whole day just watching her soil." 

" I 'd give a leg," be said, " to command a vessel like 
that. Bat there 's the Annie Battles sailing these seas some- 
where. She 's almost as good, and she 's mine. Help me 
below, Tim." 

So I lent him my shoulder until be was deposited on 
the cabin sofa. A glance showed me the same bine-white 
pitcher on Che cabin table, with three empty glasses, and 
three empty chairs. The pitcher was emp^ too, and cold, 
but it bad been neither empty nor cold. I knew. 
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At Batavis we left poor Mr. Snow In hospital, under 
the charge of the American consul. Althoagh we were sorry 
for bim, there was no one in the ship who was not glad to 
have him ont of it. Soon after we left, a homeward-bound 
whaler called whose master was willing to take him. He 
was already better, and recovered pretty well before they 
reached New Bedford, bnt he never went to sea again. I 
remember that I saw him, more than ten years later, I 
said a few words to him, bnt found that he did not know 
me, and I had no wish to recall m3rsetf to him. He was 
night watchman for one or two of the banks then on 
Water Street, and was a little "queer," but not queer 
enongh to prevent bis being a good enough night watch- 
man. 

We were in Batavia about a week, although I ctnild see 
no reason for oar staying more than a couple of days. The 
two men that we had picked up at Amsterdam Island with 
Captain Coffin left as there, and none were shipped in their 
places, as the old man did not like the looks of any of the 
candidates. This rejoiced me in particnlar, for I was prac- 
tically put back in my boat. It was no cause of rejoicing 
to the sailmaker, however, for it put him hack in his boat 
too; bat Captain Nelson, I believe, expected to pick up a 
man or two later on. We sailed at last, expecting to look 
sroand the Java Sea a bit, and if there were no whales 
there, which Captain Nelson hardly expected, we would 
stand up the China Sea, past the Philippines, to the Japan 
groands. The captain hoped to do well on the Japan 
groonda. 

In Java Sea we did better than was expected. We saw 
several small schools, got fast four times, and saved two 
whales, one of them a big bull. This bull was the cause 
of an adventure which might have resulted seriously for 
me. We hod got fast to him, and he had run for a whtle. 
Then be sounded. He had taken out quite a little line, 
when the strain on the hne eased, althoagh the line did 
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not slack entirdy. Th«t was an Indication tliat he had 
doubled on bis course nnder water, and Mr. Brown kept 
a sharp lookout for him over the bow, for he might be com' 
ing to attack the boat. I could not belp giving on occasional 
glance over the side. I confess that I was nervous. Mr. 
Brown did not see me, having his back toward me, but the 
Prince did, and beld up his band In warning, althoo^ he 
said nothing. That was not enough to stop me, and I 
glanced over again. One glance was enough There was the 
whale coming np like a rocket, belly op and jaws open. 
I dropped my oar, and reached past Kane for the boat 
spade. As I reached, Mr. Brown gave a yell to stem alL 
Of coarse I conld not, having no hold on my oar, bat It 
was too late, anyway. 

At that instant tbe lower jaw shot into the air past my 
head. I had never thought tbe teeth of a sperm whale 
looked very dangerous nntil I saw those teetb, looking 
like a row of gravestones, flashing by my eyes to twice 
my height. I did not stop to philosophise on the matter of 
whales' teeth, however, but I jammed the boat spade down 
Instantly, with all my strength and all my weight behind 
it By pure good luck I hit the jaw muscles on one side, 
and cat them nearly through. Probably I saved the life of 
the tub-oarsman, who would have been caught between tbe 
jaws; or qnite possibly I saved my own life, for I might 
have been the one to be caught by those jaws. It seemed, 
at the time, to be an opening for two young men. 

The jaws closed partially, bat there was no strength in 
the bite, and, although the planks on one side were store 
in, between me and the tub oar, the boat was not bitten 
in two, which would have happened if the whale had had 
the full use of his jaw muscles. He made no further at- 
tadc, but sank again into the sea, leaving us with the water 
pouring in through the broken planks. In a few minotes we 
were completely waterlogged, and the men sat in their 
places with the water up to their waists, and the seas 
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brea^king into the boat. Mr. TOton pnlled np and took our 
line, and killed tbe whale. All the fight seemed to hare 
been taken out of him. He cot in over eightf-five barrels. 

By the time we had that whale and oar other one — a 
thirty-barrel cow, which made no fight — we were about 
off Macassar, and we held northward throngh the Strait 
of Macassar instead of going back and through the China 
Sea. We had head winds until we had got to the east of 
the Philippines, bat we were in no harry, and the head 
winds did not bother as. It was facre that we saw a strange 
and interesting sight. 

We had raised a small school of whales and had lowered 
fonr boats. The whales proved to be cows, most of them 
with calves accompanying them cloaely. I knew too little 
ahont whales then — I know no more now — to be able to 
tell the age of a whale calf by its appearance; these calves 
were not newly bom, bat yet they were so yoong that they 
had to come op to blow every three or foar minutes. Mr. 
Baker strock a calf, probably thinking by that manoeuvre 
be woald find the capture of the mother easier. 

I know that I was rather shocked at his doing so at the 
time. There was nothing sporting about it. It was like 
mordering a baby. But the^ was nothing sporting about 
whaling — none of the sporting spirit, and my feeling was 
only momentary. It did seem short-sighted, at the least, 
to destroy an animal that could be of no possible use to us, 
and one which might grow up to be of considerable valoe 
to somebody. There should be some sort of international 
agreement not to kill calves or any cow under forty barrels 
or so. It would be in the Interest of the whale fishery as 
an industry, and would very likely result, eventnally, in 
making it easier to fill up a ship; like the restrictions on 
tbe seal fishery, or good game laws on land. Nobody sup- 
poses that the game laws exist from sympathy with the 
game; but where there is a good buck law, deer are abaor 
dant enonali. 
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To come back to Mr. Baker; he knew whales ver; well, 
and ought to have known what would happen. The whole 
school of a doien or fifteen cows brought to at once, and 
gathered around the wounded calf and Mr. Baker's boat. 
The7 crowded so closely about the boat that Mr. Baker did 
not dare to use his lance, and had all he could do to keep 
his boat from being stove by the loose cows. The three 
other boats were at some distance when he struck. We 
polled up as fast as we could, but could do nothing to help 
him. On the way over I heard Mr, Macy call to Mr. Til-' 
ton to look. I could see nothing, of course, having my back 
to whatever it was that he was calling attention to, but on 
our arrival on the outskirts of the school I saw what it 
was. 

There were a great many more than fifteen whales there, 
and more were arriving every minute. In aelf-defenae, Mr. 
Baker had lanced two of the nearest, and he could have 
reached two or three more from the boat. The whales 
seemed to have lost their wits, but were none the less dan- 
gerous on that account, they were bo tightly packed. The 
small school which we had attacked had been, apparently, 
bat an offshoot of a much larger school, all cows and calves. 
Their spouts covered the sea for some distance. No doubt 
they seemed more numerous than they were; but we found 
our boat gradually getting enclosed, and we backed out, 
■after lancing two without putting an iron into either. 
So did Mr. Tilton and Mr. Macy, leaving Mr. Baiter 
closely surrounded by crasy whales; probably only gallicd 
and not knowing what to do. There was nothing for Mr. 
Baker to do but to do nothing, and he did it. His men took 
in their oars, and there they sat waiting for something to 
turn up, their boat not so very unlike one of the bodies 
thst surrounded it. 

Presently Mr. Baker's patience was rewarded. The 
poor little calf which he had struck turned on its side, fin 
out, and the whales scattered very soon, the whole school 
gradually resoming its orderly progress. 



A NEWBORN CALF 299 

Jiut before we badtcd oat of the men, the vhalea of 
the main school had come ao close to oar boat that I had 
only to look over the side to see the small calves swim- 
ming close alongside their mothers, almost concealed from 
view. One of the calves I saw must have been born a very 
little time before, for Its flukes were scarcely unfolded. ] 
have no means of knowing how long it takes for that proc- 
ess, bat the calf could not have been more than a few days 
old. The mother seemed very anxious and solicitous for its 
safety. I saw her turn partly on her side, and pat her side 
£n over it, holding it close against her, as you would take a 
small child under yoar arm. She had it so when we backed 
away, and lost sight of the pair. 

The school left us in such semblance of order that we, 
could not have struck again without risking a repetition 
of Mr. Baker's experience; and we had about as many 
whales as we could take care of at one time. Each boat 
had got one or two. They were all small, none over thir^ 
barrels, and some much smaller. 

When the trpng-ont was over we made for the Japan 
grounds as straight as we could with the northeast trades 
directly ahead. Peter was still engaged in repairing the 
boat stove in the Java Sea. It was stove rather badly, 
every plank on the port side from the gunwale nearly to 
the garboard strake having to be replaced, and two broken 
ribs. Although Peter's workmanship left a repaired boat 
almost as good as new — it would be better in some cases, 
but our boats had been made by Beetle, and were good 
boats — in spite of Peter's workmanship, we had a good 
many cripples. If the rate of damage to boats increased, it 
seemed to me that we might find ourselves short. One fight- 
ing whale will sometimes reduce two or three hoats to 
matchwood, quite beyond Peter's skill. We were going 
where there was no source of supply, for what whale boats 
were scattered among the islands of the Pacific were 
mostly old boats, patched and painted over to bide th; 
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patches ; boati that the whalemen, who traded them to the 
native*, had no further use for. Still, I do not reracmber 
that I worried about it at the time. It is only aince I got 
home — since I became middle-aged and timid, I suppose 
whalemen would say — that it has seemed to me short- 
sighted. 

We stood in fairly close to Formosa, and in that neigh- 
borhood we got one whale, a lone bull, which made no fight 
to speak of, although It was not like slaughtering a steer 
at Green's or Pike's. A pot of hot oil from him may hare 
saved as; or, at any rate, it may hare saved ns a nasty 
fight. While we were trying-out, a small junk appeared 
from the direction of Formosa or the Chinese coast beyond. 
Nobody gave it a thought until it was dose aboard, when 
it suddenly occurred to Captain Nelson, who happened to 
be on deck, that its actions were suspicious, I saw nothing 
suspicious about it except that it was almost near enough 
to throw a biscuit aboard — if anybody had wanted to 
waste a biscuit. The old jnnk was going along after tlie 
manner of junks, with six or seven men loafing on dttk. 
We were hove to, and a great rolome of black smoke was 
pouring from our try-works. As far as working the ship 
was concerned, we were helpless. If they wanted to board 
ns, they could do it a doien times over before we could 
get the Cleorchus going. 

Captain Nelson watched the junk for a minute, Uien he 
spoke to Ur. Baker, who went at once among the men. 
The men left their work, and armed themselves with 
lances, harpoons, spades, and boarding-knives, but did not 
range themselves along the rail, for the captain was not 
sure, and he did not want to make himself a laughing-stodk 
among other captains. I was watching the men, feeling 
little pricklings all over and my hair rising. Captain 
Nelson tamed to me. 

" What 'you grinning about, Tim ? " I had not been 
aware that I was grinning, but I was, from ear to ear. 
" Get the guns and revolvers from the cahin." 
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" AH of them, tir? " I asked, my vtrice shaking with ex- 
citement. 

" All yon can carry." 

I jumped for the cabin stairs, and clanked np again, 
making a noise like an arsenal. The captain could not help 
laughing to ace me. I had the Spencers, of coarse, three of 
the heavy bomb gnna, two revolvers, and some ammunition. 
I distributed my arsenal among the officers. 

" Here she comes," said Mr. Baker — with satisfaction, 
I thought. 

The jnnk had gone by us, nntU she was almost directly 
to windward, had turned, and was coming down before the 
wind, her men, who had been bidden below, swarming ont 
upon deck. They were armed mostly with long knives. 

I lodced at our own men. They were taking their places 
at the rail according to their nature; some slowly, some 
quickly. I saw Peter go with business-like rapidity, and 
take his place by the fore rigging. He bad a boarding- 
knife. The Prince, with a harpoon in his hand, and two 
more leaning against the rail at his side, leaped upon the 
rail beside Peter. I ran to Peter's other side, seising a 
boarding-knife as I ran, and there we were, the three of ns 
together, the Prince, Peter, and I. Peter took it all quietly, 
as if it were a regular part of his duty to meet a junk-load 
of Chinese pirates; I was a little afraid, I think, but at 
the same time I was pleased, and I was wildly excifed ; 
and the Prince stood on the rail, looking down with the 
utmost contempt npon the Chinese. He was stripped to the 
waist — most of our men were half-stripped — and looked 
like an ebony statne, the gold hoops in his ears shining 
out against his shining black skin. 

The junk was very near now, and one of their men 
crawled up with a great bronse hook on the end of a cable. 
He was going to try to hook fast to us, bat he never did 
make the trial. He had to rise, for a moment, and expose 
himself. That moment was enough for the Prince, who 
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was directly opposite him, and only a few feet away. Tha 
Prince raised hia harpoon, and darted quickly. The sharp 
weapon stmck the man full in the chest, went dean 
through him as if his body had been made of paper, and 
the barbs stuck a good three inches behind bis back. 

The Prince smiled at that. " Ha ! " be cried. " You want 
come aboard ? Come on, then." 

He jerked the body over the rail of the jonk, and it fell 
with a thud against our side. Then, still standing erect, he 
hauled it over our rail, and dumped it on the deck at my 
very feet. It turned me sick and faint for an instant. 

I was roused out of my faintneas by a shout from Kane, 
who had been standing not far from me. He threw down 
bis spade, ran to the try-works, seised one of the lon^ 
handled copper dippers, and dipped it into one of the 
kettles of oil. The oil was unusually hot, and the drops 
that fell from the dipper, as he ran bock with it, smoked 
fiercely, and threatened to start fires. 

" Look out, boys ! " he shouted, swinging his dipper of 
hot oil. " I '11 give them a drink," 

We drew away from the awing of the dipper. With a 
last swing at the full length of the long handle he let them 
bave it. 

" Hare a dooghnut," he roared, " yon dbjrty chinks! " 

He bad thrown with all hia strength, and with consider- 
able skill, so that the contents of the dipper were dashed 
upon a good many of the men, and scattered into drops. 
The drops fell upon the bore bodies like a rain of fire, and 
every drop aisiled where, it stmck, literally frying the 
Chinese in spots. There was a yell from our men at Kane's 
success, and frenzied yells of pain came from the junk. 
Kane had turned at once, and ran back to fill his dipper 
again. Many men followed him, to grab whatever they 
could lay hands upon which would hold oil. 

I was among the first to turn and run, tbrusting my 
boarding-knife into Peter's hands, and bidding him hold it. 
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The decks, of coarge, were almort nrimming in oil and 
greasy dirt, as we had been in the middle of tiTing-oat As 
I ran I beard a shout from Peter to duck. At the same 
instant I fell flat upon my face on the deck, and a long 
knife whistled over my bead, striking against the bricks of 
the try-works. It was a piece of good luck, with no efCort 
of mine contributing. I had merely stepped in a puddle of 
oil, and my foot had slipped. 

By the time 1 had got to my feet again, there was noth* 
fug left to dip the oil with, and I went back to my post be- 
side Peter. Kane had thrown a second dipperful of <ril, with 
as great success as the first, and there was now a continu- 
ous shower of hot oil crossing the widening gulf betweeD 
the vessels. The junk had given up the attempt to hoard 
us, and was only anxious to get away, her men pushing 
with long poles, while exposing their bodies as little as 
possible. The junk slowly dropped astern, helped by much 
pushing and some drifting. As she had come down upon us 
from the windward, she conid not get off directlyi bat 
the'Clearchns was forging ahead a little. 

Hot (m1 was showered upon the jnnk while she was 
within range of the men, but the officers, their guns held 
ready, withheld their fire, and at last she cleared us. As 
■he cleared our stem, and her sails filled and she stood 
to leeward, her men were still shonting in agony, some of 
the worst burned clawing at their bodies. Presently a man 
jumped overboard. He sank from sight, and I did not see 
him come up again. Then another jumped, and another; 
and then two together. All four came up again, but the junk 
made no attempt to pick them up, and the men made no 
attempt to swim, so far as I could see. They just lay there, 
bobbing on the surface or under it, now in plain sight, now 
out of sight, until they disappeared. 

We had made no move to pick them up, which worried 
me somewhat, and finally I spoke to Mr. Baker, who passed 
near. Two of the Chinese were atill afloat 
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" Aren't we going to pick up those men, Mr. Bfiker? " 

" What men? " he asked. " Any of onr men overboard? 
Don't seem so. If any of those jelloir pirates are over- 
board, the jnnk can pick 'em np if she wants to. What we 
do is the Cap'n's business, not yann or mine, Tim." 

I looked at Captain Nelson. He was standing nnder the 
after house, gaiing forward absently, as if nothing had 
happened. He did not see any men overboard, nor did 
Mr. Baker, nor any other of the officers. At that moment 
Captain Nelson called me, and I went to him. 

" Take the gnas below," he said. 

When I came np there was nothing to be seen except • 
Jnnk, a quarter of a mile to leeward, going before the wind. 



CHAPTER XXXI 

W> nacbei the Japan gronnda in May of 1874, and 
crniied thereabonU until Angtut. Then we stood to the 
aontbirard, loafing pait the Volcano Islands, the Ladronea, 
Carolines, Solomon and Fiji Islands, always on the look- 
out for whales, and taking a number of them. We were on 
the New Zealand grounds early in November. We had 
only average success on the Japan grounds and our 
cruise to the southward; pulled in many a fmitleaa 
chase, and most of the whales we did get made no fight 
worth mentioning, for which the men were thankful. 
Two of the whales, however, did seem to think their 
lives worth fighting for, and one of the two fighta woa 
gocccBsfuI from the whale's point of view. 

The first of these fights occurred about the middle of the 
northern summer. We were off the coast o! Japan a hun- 
dred miles or so, and it was blowing hard from the south- 
west, when we raised this tone spout to windward. I waa 
standing by the weather fore rigging, having escaped worii 
in the eabia — the officers were rather lenient as to my 
duties in the cabin in view of my work in the boat, but I 
tried not to be conspicuous when I was loafing — I stood 
by the fore rigging, with arms folded upon the roiL So far 
OS I can recollect, I was thinldng of nothing at all, but 
letting the wind blow on my face, and enjoying myself. 
Suddenly there came a spout about a mile off, and just 
before my eyes, a perfect plume. I had not seen the 
whale rise, and even after the spout I saw nothing of his 
body. The cry came down from the masthead immediately, 
and I moved, expecting that my boat might be called upon. 

The call did not come, however. We were to leeward of 
the whale, and the ship wa« moooeavred for half on bonr. 
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trying to get to windw&rd of him, and vuting for bim to 
sonnd. We did not aucceed in getting a windward berth, 
for be wfts moving aluwly to windward, and kept hia ad- 
Tantage. He did go down when he gcA good and ready, his 
flakes going into the air until he seemed to be standing on 
his head, half sabmerged, and he disappeared, apparently 
going straight down. 

Mr. Brown and Mr, Tilton then lowered, bat they did 
not hurry ahont it, for the whale had gone down less than 
a mile from the ship, and it was likely that he wonld stay 
down for an hour. We pulled to the spot we had chosen 
as the most likely, and waited, occasionally pulling a few 
strokes to bold our position. Ur. Tilton was a quarter of 
a mile away. While we waited, the ship worked up past 
US, and got about a quarter of a mile directly to wiqdward 
of OS. Mr. Tilton guessed nearer than Mr. Brown. The 
whale rose beyond Mr. Tilton's boat, coming up on a half- 
breach. We heard the tremendous splash of it, and saw Mr. 
Tilton's men begin to pull ; then we began to pull, and I 
saw no more of what was going on except the oars and the 
backs of the men directly before my eyes, and Mr. Brown's 
imexpressire face, as he stood at the steering oar. 

We chased that whale for nearly two hours before Ase- 
vedo had a chance to strike. Then I saw Mr. Brown's face 
light up. 

" White water ! " he said. " He 'a fast," 

I, for one, was glad. It is no play to poll a whaleboat 
Into the teeth of such a sea and wind as there was then. 

" She spouts thin blood," be added, a moment later. 
" Sounded." 

We took it easy after that, and soon came up with Mr. 
Tilton. The whale had sounded out all bis line before we 
got there, and the ship was hull down to leeward, but com- 
ing as fast as she could. 

There was uotbiug to do but to wait. The whale must 
have gone down at a terri£c rate, and be bad gone ttral^tt 
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down, for he came op in fifteen oi twenty minntea, and a 
short distance ahead of ns. We polled frantically. Jost aa 
I saw the huge body beginning to show at the corner of 
my eye, half awash, the Prince darted with all hia strength, 
both irons, with great rapidity. At the same moment Mr. 
Brown hove mightily upon the steering oar, to lay the boat 
around, crying out to the Prince to take the lance to him. 
,The boat responded, and for a brief interval we ran with 
the whale, the starboard oari against the gunwale, and I 
trying my best to get in the slack of the line before we be- 
gan to fall astern, while Kane held my oar for me. The 
Prince bad seised a lance almost before Mr, Brown had got 
the words out of his mouth, and had plunged it twice into 
the whale. Mr. Brown had given another twist to the steer- 
ing oar, and we sheered off just as the flukes struck the 
water with a noise like a big gun and the effect of a cat- 
aract. I had let go the line and grabbed my oar again, 
and we just did get out of the way as the whale sounded, 
with a side cut of flukes. 

He did not go deep enough to take out all our line, 
althoogh he came near it; but we held him there, with the 
bow of the boat pulled down within a foot of the water, 
the stern raised a little, and every other sea breaking Into 
the boat, which kept Kane and me bailing. Mr. Tilton came 
ftp, and he and Mr, Brown thought the whale done for; 
virtually dead. The whale did not rise, and at last Mr. 
Tilton palled for the ship, which was coming up pretfy 
fast, to get a new line. 

Still we waited. The whale did not move. Mr. Tilton 
had boarded the ship, got his line, and shoved off again. 
We began to wonder if it was a dead whale that we had at 
the end of that line, and we all relaxed. The whale had 
been down an hour, and Mr. Tilton was not halfway to us, 
when the bow was suddenly released, and the stern fell 
back gently, with a little splash. The strain on the line had 
cased, and he was coming np. How fast he was coming, and 
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where he would rise were qoeatitxia of aome interett, hot 
no more than th^t. He wu a dead whale, or as good M 
dead. 

I was aroused to something more than interest by the 
rasp of the whale's teeth against the boat, and his jaw shot 
into the air, it seemed to me for fifty feet. As it passed 
me, I saw the tip of the jaw was curled around into a 
tight spiraL That spiral jaw fascinated me, I could not 
keep my eyes off it, and I did not think of the boat spade. 
There was no time to use it, anyway, even if I had thought 
of it The whale had the boat fairly in his month, between 
the tab and the after oar, and be lost no time in closing, 
biting it cleanly in two. The water roshed in npon me, 
still sitting at my oar. I saw the stem sheets fall square 
with the whale's snoot, and Mr. Brown step off upon it and 
dive. Then the water closed over me for an Instant; but I 
bad not let go my oar, and I came to the surface, sput- 
tering, and hugging the oar close. I do not remember that 
I was frightened, bnt my whole attention was occopicd, 
and I did not know what was happening to the others, 
nor to myself, until I found myself on the bottom of the 
forward half of the boat I hare often wondered jnst how 
I got there. 

As soon as I was in a condition to observe anything, I 
saw the whale feebly butting the stem of the boat from 
side to side, about fifteen feet away, while Black Man'el 
and Mr. Brown were swimming, Man'el as if he were hurt. 
I saw Mr. Brown help Man'el to the steering oar, which 
still swung there, and then the whale turned to our half 
of the boat. His butts were so feeble — no more than 
gentle pushes — that we had no difficulty bi holding on; 
and, after pushbig us about for two or three minutes, he 
rery simply rolled over upon his side, fin out 

Mr. Tilton's crew had seen our predicament, and had 
been pulling hard for as, and Mr. Macy had lowered from 
the ship. Mr. Tllton took us off. Black Man'el wu the onlj 
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one hnrt. He hftd an ngly woand In hii ana, which the 
vfaale's teeth lud canght and ripped from ahonlder to 
elbow, bnt no bonea were broken. I thought the boat was 
hopelessly atove, and of no farther use to anybody, except 
for firewood; but Captain Melaon had Mr. Hacy pick ap 
the pieces, and Peter afterward made another boat of 
them. 

The whale made leventy-tbree barrels. His deformed 
jaw was saved and cleaned, and when the Clearchus got 
home, It was added to the collection of such curiosities. It 
Is now in the Whaling Museoni. 

The outcome of the other fight was different The officers 
were at breakfast when we heard the cry from the mast- 
bead, and we all ran on deck at once. There were many 
spouts, quite a large school, four or five miles to leeward. 
Wc ran down for them, getting the boats and thtir gear 
ready as we went; and at a distance of about a mile we 
lowered four boats, oil bnt Captain Coffin's. His ankle was 
still giring Mm some trouble, although he used it I have 
no doubt that that was just the reason it troubled him, for 
he bad used it too soon and too mnch, and he was a great 
heavy man. 

The whales in the school were, most of them, rather 
small cows; bat there were two bulla of good sise, about 
eighty or ninety barrels, Mr. Brown gueased. The boats 
devoted their attention to them. There waa sea enough to 
make it easy to approach the whales, and they were to lee- 
ward, which made It easier still. Mr. Baker and Mr. Macy 
took one, while Mr. Tilton and Mr. Brown took the other. 
Mr. Baker struck hia whale first, and Mr. Macy did not 
get faat to him at all, for he immediately ran to wind- 
ward, not very faat, towing Mr. Baker, with Mr. Macy m 
pursuit. I did not see much of it, naturally; bat Mr. Macy 
failed to catch him, and when he had taken Mr. Baker five 
miles to windward of the ship, the whale increased hia 
■peed, and the line parted. Starbock bad not been able to 
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get both Irons into him, and the lecond harpoon, skittering 
along on the top of the water, had cut and frayed the line. 
I could imagine Mr, Baker'a flow of language at that acci- 
dent, which is one of the regular risks of the business. 
There was nothing for the two boats to do but to get back 
and try to find the rest of the school, but the school had 
gone. So had we. 

Meanwhile we had struck our whale. We approached 
him from behind. I heard the hoarse bellow of his spout 
getting nearer — he was the loudest spouter I ever heard ; 
we passed his flukes, which worked slowly and lasily, for 
he had not seen ns, and the sea made too much noise for 
liim to hear ns; then we passed bis small and bis hump. 
Then Mr. Brown nodded to the Prince, and be stood up, 
I suppose, although I saw nothing of him. Then Mr. 
Brown laid the boat around, and we ran spang into tha 
whale's body just aft of his fin, and the Prince darted both 
of his irons as Mr. Brown yelled to ns, " Stem all! " The 
whale gave one conTulsive leap ahead, his flukes went into 
the air, and came down again, drenching everybody in the 
boat, and he sounded instantly and rapidly. He took out 
line very fast, one tub and half of the other; then he 
turned, and came up again as fast as he went down. The 
line went out rery nearly as fast when he was coming up 
as when he went down, but it was held on the loggerhead, 
so that it did not all go out. He breached a short distance 
from the boat, almost his whole length out, falling back 
with a great noise and a splash which filled us half full 
of water. 

Mr. Tilton, meanwhile, had been coming up as fast ai 
he could, but he was not yet up with os. The whale oblig- 
ingly lay still, looking about him with a malevolent eye, 
while we heaved in the slack of our line. We had it almost 
In when he caaght sight of Mr. Tilton's boat, and made 
for it instantly. Mr. Tilton withdrew a little, and the 
whale changed his mind and sounded again, but not deep. 
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The cows of the school had come np, and were boveriiig 
. near, but not near enough for Mr. Tilton to get any of 
them easily, and be had his ^e on our bull. The cowa 
seemed to have lost their wits. Tbey reminded me of s 
flock of hens crossing the road, and they were as hard to 
get. Our bull came up, and we managed to give Mr. Brown 
one chance with the lance. The tbrast bad not reached any 
vital spot, and that was all we could do, for the whale 
made op his mind to ran. 

He ran to leeward, but he ran nnder water, and we went 
off on ODT sleigh-ride, accompanied by the whole school of 
cows. Now Biid then he came up to spout, bnt we were 
slowly distancing Mr. Tilton. We made several unavailing 
attempts to poll up and lance, but the only effect was to 
increase the speed of the whale. The ship was bnll down^ 
, and Mr. Tilton soon oat of sight. That was early in the 
forenoon. That whale ran nntil late in the afternoon be- 
fore we were able to pull up. As soon as he felt Mr. 
Brown's lance, the whale sounded, head first, bis flukea 
gracing the bottom of the boat as he went, and setting her 
to rolling, but not rolling her over. When he felt ber, b« 
turned like a flash, and came up again, obliquely at ns, 
mouth open and belly up, thrusting and striking with hia 
jaw. Most fortunately he did not stove the boat, but rolled 
it over, merely chipping the gunwale with his teeth. 

Then he seemed to think that he had done damage 
enongh — in which matter J agreed with him — probably 
settled us; and he lay about fifty feet away, snapping his 
■pout bole and snapping his jawa, giving every evidence of 
extreme irritation, but not attacking. We should have been 
helpless if he had, and should have had to take to the 
water, and scatter. He was spouting thin blood, and prob- 
ably in no great distress. I remember that several of the 
men, clinging to the bottom of the overturned boat, coolly 
discussed the color of the spout, and concluded that the 
whale was not seriously hurt, even with two harpoons In 
him. and two thrusts of the lance. 
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We slowly drifted nearer, nntil ve rose and fell lide by 
side, the boat occutonallj rubbing against him, but be 
gave oa no attention. The cows had disappeared. He ]aj 
there for over an hoar, until we saw Mr. Tilton coming up 
under sail. When the wbale caught sight of Mr. Tilton'a 
boat, be made for it at once, snapping bis jaws. Mr. Til- 
ton then had hia sail down, and he hacked away, evading 
the rush of the whale, and putting an iron into him. Upon 
feeling the iron, the whale ran again. He bad not gone 
far, however, — not above a quarter of a mile, — when the 
line went alack, showing that the iron had drawn. We did 
not see that whale again, nor our two harpoons and tub of 
line. It was long after dark when we got aboard the ship, 
pretty well worn out. 

The experience with that whale rankled In my mind for 
a long time. To think that any wbale could do about as be 
pleased with two boats and twelve men, keep the men 
working hard for about ten hours, and then get away with 
harpoons and line, was almost too much. It exasperated 
me. Even when we were off the Solomon lalanda, well on 
our way to New Zealand, I was thinking of it, and com- 
plained of it to Peter, for about the hundredth time. 

He laughed comforUbly. " SUll thinking o' that, lad? " 
be asked. " Yon 'd best forget it. It 's all in the day's 
work. The others have forgot it long ago. Whales 'd bo 
poor sort o' critters if they did n't get the better of us 
some q' the time. When yon come to think of it, it 'a a 
wonder we ever get a whale. Why, they ought to kill oj 
all, and they would if they had any brains in that mon- 
■troua head of theirs." 



CHAPTER XXXII 

For some Ume Captain Coffin wai eicited and restleu; 
eren more restleaa than osoal, and he waa alwayi a reat- 
leaa and active man. Although he would aometimea sit still 
for long perioda, he left you with the impreaslon of actir- 
itj, of tension, aa though he waa prepared instantly for 
anything. At such times his ejcs were rery bright, and 
from time to time hia head tnmed alertly. I had no doubt 
that he was hatching possible plans for the recapture of 
the Battles, or, at any rate, that hia brain was seething 
with ideas, probably chaotic, which he was trying to re- 
dace to something like order. We were in the seas for 
which he was certain that she was bound, the ooe refuga 
of every mutinous or piratical crew. 

All of aa had been thinking more or lesa of the Battles. 
My own thoughts, I remember, were about equally divided 
between her and cannibalism. Cannibalism always has a 
peculiar fascination for the minda of young and old, al- 
though we older people pretend that it is the scientific 
aide, the history of the race, and the origin of the practice 
that fascinates us. For a boy It Is the grueaomeneaa that 
faadnatea, and I made no pretense about it. We had 
paased the Solomons, about which I had heard variona 
horrible tales, and were passing the Fijis. We did not even 
see the Fijis, although I stood at the rail for about two 
hours, straining my eyes to the eastward for a poaslble 
sight of them, while the brisk trade wind blew In my face. 
I got something out of it: dreams of coral islands, and of 
breadfruit and coconuts, and the soothing of that great, 
steady wind npon my spirit. I do not know what Captain 
Coffin got out of it I saw him standing at the main rig- 
ging, doing the same thing. 
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When we got to the New Zealand groimds we began at 
once the regular routine of cruising, bat saw no whales for 
three daf s. We did see two whalers, one of them from 
home, having sailed a week or two after we did, and come 
around the Horn. This was the Henry, Captain Jeffer- 
son. We lay to for the whole of that day, while we bad s 
good gam. Captain Nelson going aboard her for the fore- 
noon, and their first mate coming aboard of ns. In the 
afternoon the two captains adjoomed to the Clearchtis, 
and the Henry's mate went back, followed by Mr, Baker 
in bis boat. The Henry had no mail for ns — none for me, 
at least — and I did not send any of my journal by her, 
only a brief letter to my mother, for the chances were that 
we should get home as soon as she. Each captain had 
irtialing news of value to the other, and possibly the rnm 
on the Clearchus was different from the Henry's, and they 
wanted to compare them. Captain Jefferson put off about 
snnset, and Mr. Baker came back. Much to the disappoint- 
ment of Captain Nelson, Captain Jefferson knpw nothing 
about any new cruising ground, the place where the Apollo 
had filled up. 

A couple of days later we raised the sponts of a small 
pod of fairly large whales, and got one of fif^ barrels, 
which Mr, Macy killed. The other boats chased for three 
hours in a heavy combing sea, but the whales got away. 
After that we had the usual luck, nothing extraordinary. 
We chased a good many times with no result, and got 
three whales which gave up their lives quietly. The whales 
on the New Zealand grounds were rather big fellows, for 
the most part, sixty barrels and upward; and some have 
been taken there which ran well over one hundred barrels 
— one of one hundred and thirty-seven barrels, I believe, 
although we took none over eighty. Several of these large 
whales gave ns trouble. 

The first of these was met when we had been there 
about three weeks. The weather was boisterous, as it was 
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apt to be while we were on thoK gronnds. We r&iied a 
lone apont, veiy full and powerful, on the lee bow. The 
whale was not feeding, but was coming to windward, and 
we lowered three boats at once, Mr. Brown's, Mr. Macy'a, 
and Captain Coffin's. Captain Coffin was hardly in condi- 
tion yet to be of the most service, but be was so eager to 
go that Captain Nelson let bim. AH three boats pulled out 
ahekd of the whale to cut bim off, and waited. Wben we 
first sighted the spout it was abore three miles distant, thu 
whale swimming in a business-like way and maldng fire or 
six knots. We had plenty of time, therefore, to get into 
good positions, and we drifted down before the wind di- 
rectly upon his course. 

As he was approaching xa head mi, and as we wen 
drifting without the use of sail or oars — although the men 
bad their oars in their hands and held them in place, ready 
to use — there was nothing to give the whale warning of 
our presence, and he came on quhe nnalarmed. When 1m 
was a short distance away, he change^ bis course slightly^ 
and it looked, for some seconds, as though he would hit 
the boat, head on, but Mr. Brown laid the boat around a 
bit, and we pulled a couple of strokes. The next moment 
bis old bead, like a cliff of black granite, weather-seamed 
and scarred, rose just beyond the bow oar. He spontad 
and pitched under like a fiash; but the Prince drove one 
iron into him jnst above the fin. There was no cbance for 
the second. The boat whirled around quickly, and we were 
off, with the thrashing flukes almost abeam. The next 
spout was thin blood. 

The Prince and Mr. Brown chained places, and Mr. 
Brown called to us to pull him up close so that be could 
put in another iron. No sooner had we dropped oar oars 
and laid hold of the line to pull, than the whale milled 
short around, brought his nose accnrately to the stem of 
the boat without giving Mr. Brown a chance, and pushed 
ns fast astern. It was a delicate job for the Prince to hold 
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v» straiglit viUi the steering oar, and not to let the boat 
twing around broadside, but for a boat length be did it. 
Mr. Brown, during that time, was poabing with all hia 
strength on the harpoon, the sharp point against the 
whale's rubber-like snoot, but the barb did not enter. 
We heard and saw the whale's jav snap up twice, but of 
course it did not reach the boat. He spouted, sending the 
acrid vapor, thinly mixed with blood, over as, setting as 
all to cholcing, and almost turning me inside oat Then ha 
withdrew a little, and lay there wallowing In the seaa, 
•napping his jaw, and snapping his spout-hole with loud 
cracks. Sperm whales can snap the spont-hole, which is 
shaped moch like the /-hole of a violin, with tremendous 
force. Meanwhile he was eyeing as with a malevolent eye, 
and DO wonder. 

The other boats were coming np; they were nearly 
there. Mr. Brown thought he saw a chance, and ordered 
na to pull op close. We did, and the whale still lay there 
wallowing. We grounded on his bac^, and Mr. Brown 
pumped his lance up and down twice. There was no time 
for more, for the whale went down suddenly, with a flour- 
ish of his flukes, barely missing os. He did not go deepj 
however, for while we were watching the line and the sea, 
he floated up under us, belly up, with his jaw almost at 
right angles with his body. There was no time to escape. 
That jaw came down with a quick snap, cutting the boat 
cleanly in two between the tub- and the after-oor, spilling 
the men Into the sea, and getting a tobful of line entangled 
in his teeth. I saw him spout thick blood jn«t as I went 
over, clinging to my oar. 

When I bad come to the surface, and had cleared the 
water out of my eyes, the whale was trying to get rid of 
that tub of whale line. I could hardly help laughing, al- 
though my situation was not one for laughter, the whale 
reminded me so strongly of a person who had got a mouth- 
ful of hair, or of the bristles from an old toothbrush. He 
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seemed to feel almoet the sane diignat. The two other 
boats, coming np, were almost at his flukes, and the ship 
had come very near. The irhale canght sight of her, and 
instantly made for her with a rigor nnezpected in a whale 
that aponts thick blood. The ship was broadside on, and 
her sails were already aback, so that she could do nothing. 
The whale struck her with his head amidships. If be had 
been merely angry, and not hurt, that butting might rery 
well have been a catastrophe for us. But the vigor with 
which he bad started had ebbed rapidly away, and his butt 
was feeble, although I saw the upper masts quiver, and 
the masthead man was rattled about like a die in a box. 
Then he drew off and rammed again. That second attempt 
was more feeble yet. He could do no more than rub 
against the hoU; and he passed nnder Iter, and floated to 
the surface on the other side, fln oat, with no flnrry, onless 
his feeble buttings had been hia flnrry. 

Mr. Macy and Captain Coffin were piddng ns np. The 
tub-oarsman was fonsd floating amid the wreckage, his 
arm over his oar, nnconsdons. He did not recover con- 
•ciousness for an hour, but then seemed to be all right. He 
most have been hit on the head by something, nobody 
could guess what. They would have thou^t it the teeth 
of the whale, except that the lower jaw, which contains 
all the teeth, is too narrow to reach both the tub- and the 
after-oarsman ; and Black Man'el was again severely 
mauled by the teeth of the whale, (M1 the same side that 
was so recently healed. This time it was not his arm, but 
his bock. On that ebony surface there were three or four 
bloody wtpes, where the teeth had ripped it in the proceas 
of closing. Black Man'el, however, did not miss a day's 
duty on account of It, talcing his regular place in the boat 
when it was called away, although his back must have been 
lame and sore for days. 

That whale made eighty-five barrels. As I was watch- 
ing the mates cutting off the head, Peter stopped fmr a 
t beside me. 
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" He *s a Ksired old lad," be aaid, " Is n't he, Timmle? 
Do you Bee the marka of teeth be 's carried around for 
many a yesrt " 

I did see them ; old sears of the teeth of some other ball, 
running up diagonally from his mouth. That other bull 
must have bitten deep, for eaeh tooth-mark was separate, 
and still formed a little hollow, like the httle weathered 
hollows in a rock, where water gathers,/or the regular 
marks of a drilL There were other acars, too, of wounds 
where the teeth seemed to hare ripped and torn their way 
viciously. 

" How do they get those scars, Peter ? Fighting, I aop- 
pose; but bow do they fight? " 

" I 've never seen them fighting, lad. But those who 
have seen it tell me that they draw off from each other a 
little way, and go at each other fall tilt. They torn on 
their side, like, to give their jaws play, and bite and 
wrench and tear. Sometimes they '11 use their jaws like 
fencing foils, without drawing off; but however they do 
it, they must be savage at it. If they fence, they don't 
wear masks," 

"Shall we see fighting whales, Peter?" 

He smiled. " We may see 'most anything, lad. It 's bard 
to tell. I 've never seen 'em, but perhaps my torn is due 
for that this voyage." 

I wished fervently that we might see it. I watched tor 
It with new interest, and whenever we raised a pod I 
hoped that they might take It into their heads to fight — ' 
fight among themselves, not at. I told Peter of my hope 
one day. 

" Bless your heart, lad," he said, anamiling, which was 
good of him, " they won't fight. They 're in the same 
school. Wait nntil yon see a schoolmaster take on a fellow 
of about the same sise that 's trying to get bis job. Then 
you may see it." 

I knew nothing about schoolmasters, hot 1 was ashamed 
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to uk, and I said nothing. We were trylng-oat at the time, 
and the air was filled with the acrid black smoke of 
scrap, and the deck covered with oil mixed with loot. Only 
the day before we had raised a pod of large whales, and I 
bad had great hopes, for ibey were of a sise to make a 
good fight if they took a notion to. But nothing seenied 
farther from their intention than to fight among them- 
selves. They led ns a very pretty chase — from their point 
of view. We were pnlling hard after them from sunrise 
nntil noon. Mr. Macy had the only chance. George Hall 
got an iron well into one, but it twisted off near the head, 
and aU got away. 

We had scarcely got the boats on the davits when a 
whale rose and spoDted, not a hundred yards from the 
ship, Mr. Baker bellowed out for a crew on the instant, 
and I ran to his boat, the first one there. The Prince, 
Peter, Kane, and the Admiral were the others. We had the 
boat in the water, tumbled in, and were pulling for the 
whale in less than a minute. The Prince struck with both 
Irons, and the whale sounded at once, with a grand flour- 
ish of flukes. He sounded out very nearly all our line; so 
nearly all of it that we bent on a drug, while Mr. Baker 
hailed the ship for more. Mr, Tilton's boat was already 
in the water, beginning to puU toward ns, but we held the 
whale at that depth, with but two flakes of line left in the 
tub. 

Although that whale had not nearly had his spoutlngs 
out, he stayed down over an hour. Mr. Tilton stood by, his 
line bent to the end of ours, but Mr. Baker would not give 
up the whale until he had to. When the whale rose at last, 
he did not come up with a rush, on a breach, or half- 
breach, but he floated up, and came to the surface like an 
old waterlogged timber, plainly exhansted. There was 
nothing for Mr. Baker to do bnt to pull up and lance him 
at his leis-jre. Within ten minutes the whale was in his 
flurry, and hi a short time after he was fast alongside the 
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■hip. Mr. Baker estimated him at eighty harrels, bnt hf 
hsrd work we had him cnt-in and on board by daric, and 
the carcass cot adrift. 

It was now past the middle of the season, and we pnt 
Into Wellington to fill our water-casks, to gire the men a 
ran ashore, and to get oar mail. There was no mail for 
me, bnt I sent home another instalment of my jonmal, and 
J saw the town, which bod little interest for me. There was 
only one town which I cared about seeing, and that was 
more than a year away, almost exactly on the other side 
of the world. I had a great desire to see at least one of 
the Marquesas Islands, bat Wellington is not the Mar- 
When we got back to oar crnising grounds, whales were 
getting scarce and wild and difficult of approach. The big 
wbales seemed to have gone. We did get one forty-barrel 
ball, one of a small school that was running to leeward 
from another ship. We saw the ship in the distance, and 
we saw her boats ; bat the whales were running faster than 
the boats could go. Onr one bull we intercepted, but the 
rest ran away from ns, straight to leeward, bead out. It 
was useless to chase them. The strange boats did not get 
nearer to us than a mile and a half; then they gave it up, 
and went back to their ship, which bore away to the sooth- 
ward without on attempt to speak ns. 

Captain Nelson mast have made up his mind rery sud- 
denly to get out of those waters. As soon as the trying 
ont of the forty-barrel bull was finished we stood away to 
the northward, for the EUices, Gilberts, and Eingsmill; 
but most of all, I thought, to find those mysterious grounds 
where the Apollo had filled up. Just after we had filled 
away, Peter found me, and pointed in silence to the hori- 
■on. There was a faint base, but I mode out b pair of top- 
masts, with yards on them. 

" A brig? " I asked, with bnt faint interest 
. I " A schooner," Peter answered. " I saw her from aloft" 
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It dawned apoo me then; it vu the Battles, going the 
game way we were. I watched her draw awa; from ns. 
Then I Baw Captain Coffin watching, too. 
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Aa we Tan to tbe nortbward, we had the wind on the beam 
or aft of that, most of the time, nsually brisk to strong, 
aa fair a wind as we could hare wished for. The hnrricsne 
■eaaon was about to begin. Hurricanes are most frequent 
In March and April, although occasionally there is a le- 
Tcre one toward the last of February; and their tracks 
most commonly cross the Fiji or Samoan Islands in a gen- 
eral southerly direction, then curving more and more to the 
eastward. We stood well to the west of Fiji, and were past 
the EUices before the end of the southern summer, so that 
we escaped them entirely — if there were any — and were 
nsnally mnning about as fast as the old Clearchus was 
able, under the southeast trades, and under s regular 
trade-wind sky. 

It was seldom necessary to touch a brace or a halliard, 
and oar crew had very little to do. The mastheads were 
kept manned, bat I soon came to the conclusion that that 
was done merely as a matter of form, or from habit, and 
not for any practical purpose, for we raised spouts on two 
occasions on our way up without lowering or even chang- 
ing the course. Each time Captain Nelson came on deck, 
looked at the spoutings for a couple of minutes, and turned 
•way without saying anything. And each time Mr. Baker 
asked him, "Ixiwer, sir?" rather wistfully, and the old 
man shook his head, and went below again. I did not know 
what to make of it, and Mr. Baker did not seem to know 
either. He appeared to be dumbfounded — completely 
flabbergasted — and he looked after the captain, and, on 
the second occasion, I heard him matter that he 'd be eter- 
nally damned to hell-fire, or words to that effect — with 
sundry embellishments — if he knew what the captain was 
vp to. I made up my mind that the idea of finding the 
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mTthical Apollo island obsesKd him. We had over two 
thouaand barrels on board, and needed on\y three or fonr 
hundred to fill ua up. Think of the disappotntinent of find' 
ing a gold mine, with nowhere to put the gold! Easy 
money, for the mere picking up, and no way of carrying 
it off. 

I had alwaya been in the h^bit of standing by the bul- 
warks, when I had the chance, or sitting curled up in some 
favorable spot with an onobstructed view, and watching 
the water and the sky. There was more chance now than 
nsually, and I would stand by the main rigging, or lie in 
■ coil of rope by the heel of the bowsprit, for an hour at 
a time, and watch the Southern Ocean slip by. I generally 
had the " Navigators " In my band, held open by my 
thumb, but I read very little. It is fine print, and it was 
much more Interesting to watch the trade wind clouds, 
or to glance at the swaying masthead men, or at the birds 
which accompanied us. There was usually a frigate-bird or 
two, or a tropic-bird, although these birds were rare; gan- 
nets and boobies and terns and many others. It was my 
delight to see B frigate-bird rise majestically in great 
circles, higher and higher, without a motion of his wings 
or his body that I could detect, until be was a mere speck 
in the blue. At sight of flying fish rising in flight, perhaps 
before albacore, or of a gannet or a booby that had been 
successful in fishing, he begins to drop, at first in circles; 
when still at a considerable height, he closes his wings, 
makes his body miraculously small, falls like s stone or a 
bullet, and comes np before the poor gannet, threatening, 
the robber that be Is! The gannet Instantly drops the fish, 
the frigate dives through the air, and, getting it before it 
has fallen far, rises to eat. He did not always get his fish 
by robbery, but caught flying fish at the height of their 
flight in the air. I never saw one dive Into the sea, and the 
men said theywere unable to rise from the water, hut must 
keep OS the wing, waking or sleeping, from land to land. 
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I nerer saw one rob a tropic-bird either, but tbey tued 
■ometimes to threaten the masthead men. 

One morning I was standing by the rail, Captain Coffin 
pacing the deck behind me, although it was not his watch. 
I should not speak of him as Captain, for he was not 
captain on the Clearchns, although I suppose still cap- 
tain of the Battles. We had nm out of the trades, and 
; ve were trying to make an easterly course, but we were 
not making out very welL We had frequent showers, some 
of which were almost of the proportions of deluges; and 
calms and light airs from any point of the compaas about 
a quarter of the time. When the wind did come, it was 
mostly ahead, and we made little progress. On the night 
before this morning, I remember, there was a great deal 
of phosphorescence in the water. The ship was scarcely 
moring, bnt the little ripples at her bow glowed brightly; 
her wake was a luminous road, stretching out far astern, 
every whirl and eddy a vortex of living light. I saw a 
shark clearly outlined In greenish light, and a auddea 
burst of fireworks at a little distance showed where s 
school of flying fish had been disturbed and driven from 
the water like tbe balls of a roman candle. 

I was thinking of those flying fish as I stood by tbe tail 
that morning, and I had brought my old battered glass 
along. It was a calm morning, hot and sticky, the sea 
fairly quiet. Suddenly I saw what I thought mast be a 
school of flying fish break the water about a quarter of s 
mile away and take their flight. They looked too big for 
flying fish, their flight in tbe air too short, and I brought 
my glaas to bear. I soon caught them again, and they cer- 
tainly did not look like fish, hut I was not ready to believe 
they were what they locJced like, I turned to Captain 
Coffin, and asked him. 

He stopped by my side, waving the glass away when I 
offered it to blm. The creatnres soon appeared again^ coft- 
tng out of the water in • spurt or gust. 
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** Oh," he aald, " flying sqnid." 

" But," I asked, " do aquid fly ? " 

He laughed. " No," he said, " no more thui flying flali 
fly — nor bo much, Aa you «ee. There must be something 
chasing them." 

At this moment the musical, quavering cry of the Ad- 
miral came down to us: " B1-(m>-ows! " 

The Bpont was dead to windward, about five or six miles 
off. I, at any rate, could not see it from the deck, even 
with my glass, there was such a quiver of heated air at the 
horison. Captain Nelson came on deck, went up to the 
main crosstrees, and stayed there for some time, watch- 
ing. When he came down Captain Coffin asked him what 
he made of It. 

" Can't make out," he answered. " Something queer go- 
ing on. May be awordfish, or perhaps those big sharks; 
or killers, except for the latitude. We '11 stand np that 
way as fast as we con." 

"Lower, sir?" Mr. Baker asked, knowing well what 
the answer was likely to he. 

Captain Nelson shook his head. " Not yet." 

It took US a long time to get up anywhere near, bat tlie 
spout remained very nearly stationary, and there was con- 
siderable white water raised about it The light hreese, 
nearly dead ahead, died out, and we wallowed there for 
a quarter of an hour, in a flat calm. But we were near 
enough to see what was going on, and I watched through 
my glass. There were two whales instead of one, very dif- 
ferent In siie. The smaller of the two seemed to be the 
centre of the commotion, and I caught several glimpses of 
bodies, gleaming brightly as they broke the surface for 
an instant There must have been five or six of them, but 
I could not tell certainly whether they were sharks or 
swordfish or what I had never seen a killer. The larger 
whale was making short, savage dashes at the attacking 
fish, but without any marked result, so far as I conld see. 
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I huided tTie glau to Captain Coffin. " Wont yon look, 
•Ir, and tell me what they are? " 

" I don't really need the glass, boy," he said, " to tell n»e 
that they 're sharks." Bnt he took it, and held it to his 
eyes. " Sharks; big devils, twenty-five or thirty feet long. 
That whale 's a small cow, and she mast have a small calf 
under her fin. That 's what the sharks are after, and 
they '11 get it, too, if we don't get a breese pretty quick." 

Small difference it conld make to the whale what got it ! 
They were still keeping np the fight vigorously when a 
cooler breath came out of the southeast. It was only a pnff, 
bnt soon there was another, which lasted longer; and be- 
fore many minutes the breath of cooler air was steady, 
and growing stronger. We were just on the northern edge 
of the southeast trades, and had edged into them, or they 
had passed us, which amounted to the same thing. Captain 
Nelson had been edging to the southward for some days, 
with jnst that in view. 

We gathered way again, and when we had got near 
enough. Captain Nelson ordered Mr. Baker and Mr, 
Brown to lower. The order he gave, however, reduced Mr. 
Baker to a stupefied silence. 

" I don't want you should hurt the whales," he said 
qnletly, as if it were the most natural thing in the world 
for a whaler not to want to hurt whales. " Drive off those 
sharks, and kill them if you can. I 'm going to try to keep 
those spouts in sight," he went on, probably thinking that 
some explanation was necessary, or his mates might think 
he was losing his mind, " I 'm going to keep those spouts 
in sight, and see if they don't lead us to something worth 
while." And he turned away, muttering that it should be 
hereabouts if it was anywhere. 

We lowered, and pulled hard for the scene of combaL 
It was full time, for the cow was bitten and torn in 
many places, and could not have kept up the fight much 
longer. The larger whale — a bull, I thought — teemed 
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about ready to give It np, and take hfmaelf off. There w«ra 
six of the big aharka, bat one of tbem vas bo badly hart 
by one of the whales that he could barely drag himself 
off, and all of tbem had been marked. The inBenatbillty of 
sharks to pain or injury is an extraordinary thing. This 
one had been cut nearly in two, but he had kept up the 
fight, his viscera trailing behind him in a king festoon, 
until one of the others had relieved him of them. The other 
sharks did not molest him farther, being too intent on 
getting the more delicate morsel, which we could see by 
the side of its mother. Nearly the whole of one side of its 
flnkes hod been bitten off, and it was somewhat torn in 
■ereral places, although not seriously injured. 

We put the sharks to flight, killing three, after one of 
them, in bis thrashings, bad got his tall into the boat, and 
wiped me across the cheek. It was like a wipe with a rasp, 
or coarse sandpaper, and took the outer skin completely 
off my right cheek. It was a long time in healing, and I 
had to be at my duties for nearly a month, with half my 
head tied np as if I had the toothache. 

Tbe whales were going, swimming slowly, probably be- 
cause of the injuries to the cow, and to the reduced speed 
of the calf, owing to the loss of one fluke. The boll was 
at some distance, but he seemed to regulate his speed by 
that of the cow. We got back to the ship, one side of my 
face a mass of blood, and blood which had dripped Into 
my shirt, I must have been a frightful-looking object. 
Such a hurt makes a great show, and always looks much 
worse than it is. I do not remember that I felt anything 
more than the inconvenience of It, and of having my head 
tied up for so long. Nobody thought it necessary to put 
anything on it — iodine or alcohol, or an3rthing of the 
kind. I drew a bucket of sea-water, and washed most of 
the blood off, but that was all. 

We stood off at once after the whales. Fortunately, they 
did not swim directly to windward, and the ship was able 
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to moke the coarse, anA to keep np with them. They 
seemed to be making for some definite place, and at night- 
fall ve were not far behind them. Even Mr, Baker ap- 
peared to think that the old man knew what he was about. 
We rednccd sail for the night, although it could have beea 
no better than a guess on Captain Nelson's part how for 
he should reduce speed. With the first gleam of light — 
a little before six o'clock, or four bells, for we were not 
many degrees south of the equator — our best men were 
sent to the mastheads. Our best lookout was the Admiral, 
a Kanaka. There were no spouts to be seen. We had lost 
the whales. Sail was crowded on, and the Clearchns was 
soon making good speed under the steady trades, which 
had grown much stronger since the day before. 

We held on the course on which we had been sailing for 
nearly three bours. Then the Admiral's quAvering cry 
came down to us, for he was the first to see it. 

" Ah bl-o-o-ows 1 " 

It was a musical cry, but given with Indifterence. He 
had seen too^many spouts to become excited over two and 
a half; for he hod detected the little spout of the calf, 
close alongside its mother. There was no doubt that there 
was our quarry, although still miles away. We kept on 
after them, and continned to gain slowly, for another hour, 
the officers keeping an eye on the spouts, which we eould 
now see from the deck, and occasionally glancing up at 
the Admiral. We had had breakfast, and I was doing the 
same thing as the officers, from mj perch on the heel of 
the bowsprit. Suddenly I saw the Admiral straighten up. 
He looked far out ahead as If he coold not bdiere bis 
eyes. Then he gave an exdted cry. 

"Bl-o-ws! Ah bl-o-wsl" It was not as musical as we 
were used to hear from the Admiral. " Blows! Big school I 
Hunnud whale! All over! " And be waved his arm to In- 
clude a wide arc. 

I could not see the new spouts, of course, fn»n my place 
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on dedc, and I iprong Into tiie fore rigging, claaplng my 
old glnos, which I bod brought up with me After breaks 
fast, liemj others of the men swarmed up, but I wh first, 
and I went rapidly up as far as I could get, and pat tho 
glass to mj eyes. 

I did not see them at first, for it was about four bells — 
ten o'clock in the forenoon — I was looking to the east- 
ward, directly into the glare, and I was expecting to see 
them nearer tiion they were; but at last I saw them. There 
were many spouts in the air at once orer a wide arc of the 
sea; and the sun shining on them all, and glorifying them 
Into tiny ostrich plumes, each on Ann UcKim's hat. 

Every time that I saw a sperm whale's spout with the 
sun shining upon it, I thought of that hat of Ann McKim. 
Ann McKim was a few months older than I — she Is yet, 
although that fact is not generally poblished — and when 
I left home she had just got ber first plumed faat. It was 
a big, brood-brimmed hat of daric blue satin — or relvet, 
I do not know which — with a generous white ostrich 
plume sticking up from the brim at just the angle of a 
sperm whale's spout. I know she had bought it with her 
own money, and had trimmed it herself, for she told me 
so. No doubt such a hat was absurd, especially on a girl 
of fifteen, but It did not seem absurd to her, nor to me 
when I saw her with it on, the Snnday before I came 
away. But Ann McElm was sweet and lovely, and she 
would have lent beauty to any hat she chose to wear. 

The large school of whales did not seem to be going 
anywhere in particular as a body, although the IndlTidu- 
als of the school continually moved about, or sounded, or 
came up again. They may have been feeding. The bull and 
the wounded cow and calf which we had been chasing 
were evidently meaning to join the school, and we fol- 
lowed them, getting aU the boats ready for lowering as we 
went. We were now getting the full sweep of the trades, 
•teady and strong, and we gained oa the three whales, so 
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that we were In a position to see well what faappened when 
they neared the achooL 

A big boll awain out from the school to inspect the new- 
comers. He waa not old and scarred, as most of the lone 
whales were, but as big as any of them, and in his prime. 
AlthoDgb we were not far off, that means perhaps half a 
.milet and as but little of the whales was out of water, I 
could not see with any certainty what went on. The big 
bull at once joined the cow, and swam beside her for some 
distance, apparently trying to persuade her to leave her 
lord and come with him; an unnecessary proceeding, as 
that was just what she was doing. He seemed to pay no 
attention to the calf. It was no concern of his. The cow 
swam on, and took no notice of him, so far as I coold see, 
but the other bull did not like it. He was not so very much 
smaller than the big one, and before I reallied that there 
was anything on the programme, here he was, coming for 
the big bull, fire in his eye, I could imagine, and jaw 
dropped. When he was a hundred feet away, he turned 
over, nearly on his back, apparently, for I saw his jaw 
projecting above the surface of the water. 

The big bull was aware of the other just in time to slip 
out of the way, but not in time to escape entirely. The 
Jaw closed on his small, and I saw the wounds made by 
the teeth, which tore out great pieces of blubber and fiesh. 
By what seemed agreement, the two big whales turned 
about aa soon aa they could and went at each other full 
tilt. Their jaws locked, and they wreatled there for a mfn- 
ote, each seeming to try to break the jaw of the other, and 
tearing and thrashing the water into boiling fountains of 
spray. As we found out later, great gobs of flesh were torn 
from the sides of their heads. After a while they broke 
their hold, I could not see how, and they backed off snd 
went at it again. 

This time the fight was fiercer than before, and It was 
impoasible to see what was happening, or to sea anything 
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bat white water. This 'rannd wu a Uttle longer than the 
first The performance wai repeated two or three times, 
and then I saw the boiling white water gradually become 
qoiet The two great bodies lay there for a few seeonds, 
bead to bead; then the smaller of the whales moved off 
slowly away from the schooL He seemed to have lost all 
interest in the cow, and the bigger one, satisfied that the 
other had definitely given np the fight, let him go in 
peace. Both whales aeemcd to be in distress. I saw the big 
one, as he swam to join the school, raise his head com- 
pletdy out of water two or three times, and his jaw 
seemed to be slewed aroond bo that it woold not dose 
properly. He had difficulty in moving it at aU. 

Up to this point it had not seemed to be a propitioDS 
time for lowering, but when the fight was over, Mr. Tilton 
lowered at once, and went after the vanquished buU. He 
was still moving slowly, and the boat easily overtook him, 
and got fast. He made no fight at all, but lay fin ont in 
fifteen minotes. His jaw was hanging down queerly, and 
when we got him alongside and began to cut-in, we fonnd 
that it had been brtAen short off, and was hanging by the 
6esh. Many of his teeth were stove out, and he bad terrible 
wounds in the head. 

Meanwhile the ship bad kept off after the sdiool, which 
began to show signs of moving along. We got pretty near 
it, however, and lowered three more boats, bnt we did not 
succeed in getting whales of any sjse. The school con- 
sisted principally of rather small cows, under the charge 
of two or three bolls as schoolmasters. We could not find 
the bull which had been fighting, and did not locA for the 
others, for schoolmasters are always pugnacious devils. 
They have to be. We managed to get three small cows of 
aboat twenty barrels apiece before the school was well 
nnder way and left ns. One of these cows was lost during 
the night, stripped by sharks and broken adrift, and much 
of another fell a prey to the sharks. Four whales at once 
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alongside [fl almost too modi to take care of. We got tlte 

blubber all bore in b; soiuet of the next day, and the car- 
caaaa cat adrift. They made only a hundred and twelre 
barrela altogether, only about as moeh as we might have 
expected to get from one really big whale in tboM 
vatera. 
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As soon a> tbe trj^Dg-ont was finiahed, m itood off to the 
aontheut, <x s little southerly of that The trades here 
were bloving strong from tbe east, and that vbs u <Josa 
u the Clearchns would salt After a daj of this, we came 
about on the other tsek. We covld none of as understand 
- why, unless some of the officers did, bat the large schocd 
of whales had disappeared almost directlj to windward, 
and Captain Nelson may have been trying to see where 
they bad gone. There was a fairly rapid drift of the sur- 
face water, also from tbe east, as wonld be expected. Al- 
thoogb I knew practically nothing aboot it, I had formed 
the theory that whales generally travelled against the 
warmer ocean carrents. I had not carried my theory so far 
as to account for their doing so, but I supposed it had to 
do witfi the food supply. That seems reasonable now, for it 
is at the bottom of all migrations ; not comfort, nor pleas- 
nrc, but food, and the ease of getting it 

We did not see that school again, but early in the morn- 
ing of the second day, being then in longitude 162' W., 
latitude 8' S., by the captain's — and my own — observa- 
tions, we came upon three islands. They were very small 
islands, roughly about a mile long and half a mile wide, 
each a sort of crescent, and forming, as I now think, 
parts of the rim of a crater but recently elevated above 
tbe surface. Tb^ were not shown on any of our charts, 
and could not have been exposed to the sun and winds 
and waves for many years, for they were almost utterly 
bare; perhaps a hundred feet high at the highest point, 
and showing nothing but rock and dried mud and oose 
from the bed of the sea. We did not land on them, but at 
only one place could I make out with my glass a spot of 
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green, tad that wu 011I7 about a eonple of feet aqnare. 
Pouibly Mnne bird had dropped a aeed there, or a coooont 
bad drifted ashore, or the aeeda of beaeb graas in s ntaaa 
of drifting seaweed. Beaches had begnn to form, especially 
on the windward side. 

The captain haring satisfied himself about tbe waters, 
we began cmising for whales in earnest, for we had seen 
a eonple of pods earlier in the dajr. We had abaost sank 
the islands below tbe borison before we raised anothe r 
spout. While we were in this oeigfaborbood a day rarely 
passed witboot onr seeing any. There were two sponta 
this time. We worked the ship to windward of them, and 
lowered three boats, leaving Mr. Tilton and Captain Cof- 
fin aboard the ship. Before we reached them, the whales 
sounded, without having seen ns, and we waited, tossing 
on the seas, for them to rise. 

When we had waited for nearly an hoar, they suddenly 
spouted near Mr. Baker and Mr. Macy, at the other end 
of the line from ns. We had not seen them rise. All three 
boats started for them. We bad a long way to go, and it 
was hard polling, for the sea was heavy. The ship was 
well to windward, and the whales had spread oat. None 
of ns conld see what was going on ahead of ns, bnt we 
were patting oar last ounce of strength into palling — at 
least, I was — when Mr, Brown told ns to take it easy, 
for they had sounded again. I was ^ad that they had 
shown so much sense. 

Those whales kept up that sort of thing for five risings, 
' always working to windward slowly, and the ship work- 
ing to windward ahead of as. It got to be nearly sunset, 
and the ship showed a little white flag at her peak, recall- 
ing US. We did not know it, however, as we were keeping 
head to the sea, and the ship was behind our backs. Mr. 
Brown knew it. At that moment one of the whales rounded 
out directly astern, and head on. As it was a good chance, 
Mr. Brown Ignored the signal, heaving on the steering 
oar, and laying tbe boat sroond. 
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" Now," he Mfd, " a doiea good Btroko, bo7»." ' 

We gave him a doien, and then a dosen more. He 
nodded to the Prince, who took In bia oar awiftly and 
silently, and atood up. The black head of tbe whale shot 
hy, and Mr. Brown threw all his weight en the oar, bring- 
ing the boat's head around. 

" GiTC it to him I " he cried. " Stem all ! " 

Tbe Prince had darted ; he threw fais second iron jnst as 
we bumped terrifically into the body of tbe whale. Then 
we badked off as the flukes went into the air, came down 
on the surface thunderously, and swept from side to side. 
Again bis flnkes went np, and the whale sounded. He 
sounded at great speed and the line whistled out of tho 
tub. I confess that I was afraid of it as the coils writhed 
past my hands and pounded a tattoo on my oar. One tab 
was out. There had been no time for Mr. Brown and the 
Prince to change places, and a " drug " was being bent on 
to the end of the line in the second tub, as fast as the men 
could work. It was no sooner fast than it was whisked out 
of their hands and overboard. 

Mr, Brown smiled slowly. " Well," he said, " that was 
soon settled. Looks as if the joke was on us. Guess we 'd 
better have let him alone." 

The whole had gone off with two Irons, two tubs of line, 
and a drug. The chance was that we should never see 
any of them again, for it was almost too dark to see any- 
thing, and it would be pitch-black in half an hour. We 
turned and pulled easily toward the ship, which was 
showing a light, two miles to windward. The boat lan- 
terns were set before we had gone far. 

We had made perhaps half the distance to the ship 
when we heard, out of the darkness ahead, shouts and 
commands and a commotion in the water that was more 
than the wash of tbe sea. Mr. Brown peered ahead. 

He could not make out much. " Stand up, Tony," he 
said, and see what yon make it. By the sounds it '• Mr. 
Baker, and he '■ fast." 
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The Prince >tood np. Tbose bUck men have s atnnge 
facnltf of Bceitig in the dark. He reported that it was Mr. 
Baker fort to a whale, and he thought it was our whale. 

By this time we were almost up with the commotion. Mr. 
Brown headed us over that way, and we pulled harder. 
As socHi as we were within hail he called oat, asking if the 
whale had irons in him. I could not see what the state of 
affairs was,'?or I had to keep my eyea astern i but I 
judged from the sonuds that Mr. Baker was close along- 
side, and was lancing, or jost about to. The answer was 
that the whale had irons in him. 

" Those irons are mine," Mr. Brown shouted^ " and I 
want to kill htm 1 " 

I was surprised, for I did not see then, and I do not 
•ee now, why it should be any pleasure to a man like Mr, 
Brown to pump a lance np aitd down in the in'ards of a 
whale. If it had been Mr. Baker I could have understood 
U. 

Between grunts and corses Mr. Baker replied that it 
was too late, for he had jnat attended to that matter, and 
we had better go astern a little, as the whale was going 
into his flurry. 

Mr. Brown said nothing — there was nothing to say — 
and the whale proceeded to turn fin out without any 
flurry at alL 

Mr. Baker then set his lights to signal the ship, and she 
bore down upon us. It was a long, hard job getting that 
whale alongside in the pitch darkness and the heavy sea, 
and it was not done and the men on board until very late 
in the evening. Even then it was not done, we found. Ly- 
ing hove to, as we were, the ship forging ahead a little, 
with a very heavy sea ninning, she would bring ap, at 
every roll, with a tremendous jerk on the fluke chain. At 
last the chain parted — shackle pin snapped — and the 
carcass began to drift away. It was Mr. Macy's watch, 
and he sprang quickly into the quarter boat, bent the line 
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to an iron, and atmck ■■ the body drifted beneath him. Ha 
checked it with the Udc, and managed to get another iron 
in, fast to a second line, before it bad drifted oat of reach. 
Then the linea were paid oat to their whole length, and the 
spring of the lines held the carcass nntil sunrise. In the 
morning we had all onr work to do over again, but we 
got the blubber bore aboard before tnnset. The whale 
made sixty-fire barrels. 

While we were trying-ont that whale we raised another 
pod or small school. It was early in the afternoon. The 
wind had gono down somewhat, bat was still strong, and 
the whales were basking laxily on the surface, laying 
flckea and fins. That sounds as if they were a flock of 
bens, cnrioosly occnpied. They were pretty near, although 
not close aboard, and it was too mach for the captain, for 
these were large whales. Captain Nelson was getting more 
excited as the ship got more nearly filled np, and as he saw 
the abondance of large whales. It seemed to give him a 
physical pain to realise that here was a fortune at hit 
hand, and lie could not take it away. He could be de- 
pended upon to come to the same place the next voyage, 
but somebody else might get there first. In this case be 
called away every man that could be spared, and lowered 
two boats. 

We got none of those whales. We took every precantlaa 
to avoid scaring them, even to the prohibition of tnUIng 
as we van down under sail. There was plenty of sea to 
drown any noise that we might have made, Imt we were ■ 
■Ilent company. In spite of all our care, however, we could 
not get nearer than a quarter of a mile. At about that dis- 
tance the nearest rounded out flukes, and went under; and 
the others followed slowly and solemnly, without fuss, 
merely going under the surface and swimming. We 
rounded to, not knowing whether they had gone deep, or 
where they might come up again; but there they were, 
•bnoat im me diately, aponting laidly, half a mile away. 
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basking on tbe miface, and keeping exact ran of the 
boata. We kept up that game of hide-and-aeek all th« 
afternoon. We coold not get near them, whatever we did, 
althongh they did not run away. Toward sunaet we palled 
back to the ship, rather crestfallen, and left that pod of 
Mventy-barrel whales to go to bed in peace or to indulge 
in dissipation, as they pleased. There were enough whales 
there to £11 us up entirely and one or two over. Five or 
six such whales would have filled as up, and more. 

We finished our trying-out without seeing aoy mora 
whales, but before the deaning-up wa< more than bqcon, 
we raised a lone spout. We lowered three boats for him, 
bat mine was not among them, and I watched the proceed- 
ings throagh my glass. They caught up with him about • 
mile from the ship. Perhaps it is more exact to say that he 
caught them there, for he attacked the first boat as sood 
as he got a sight of it, driving at it at once with his mouth 
open. It was Mr. Baker's boat, and Starbuck had no 
chance to do anything, for the whale went a little nnder, a 
short distance from the boat, came up under it, belly up, 
and like lightning, and caught it fairly forward of amid- 
ships. He came up so hard that be carried it into the air, 
bow first, and the men all fell out. Then he gave it a little 
shake, as a terrier shakes a rat, bat be did not dose hard, 
althongh he sprang all the planks. The boat then slipped 
out of his jaws and into the water, where it lay for a few 
moments, leaking like a sieve. 

The whale nosed about among the dfibria, bntUng the 
boat from side to side, cutting with his flukes at every 
floating thing that touched them, mast, sail, oars, tubs, and 
water-kegs. Mr. Tilton came up while he was so engaged, 
and Asevedo put two irons into him; whereupon he turned 
upon Mr. Tilton's boat, and before they could do any- 
thing toward making their escape, he served it as he had 
served Mr. Baker's, but stove it completely. 

There were now two boats' crews swinuiing about Id 
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the lea, and making awa^, u fast aa they eonid, from the 
neighborhood of the stove boata. I tried to count heads, 
and although I could not be certain, became of their con- 
tinual bobbing ont of sight behind seas, I tboaght that 
they were all there. The truculent whale was having a 
good time, cutting about amid the floating wreckage, 
knocking the parts of the boats out of the way with his 
head, and instantly alammlng anything that be felt with 
his flukes. In this process he succeeded in getting himself 
thoroDghly entangled in the line, so that he appeared al- 
owst as If he were enclosed in a net. Mr. Brown's boat 
was then called away to help, and I could not follow tha 
£ght closely, but was to get into it instead. 

Meanwhile Mr. Macy bad been trying to get Into it. It 
was inviting disaster to go in and put an iron into the 
whale, but Mr, Macy would have done it if he could. Ha 
simply could not do it, the whale thrashed about so. At 
last, in liis rsgings, the whale saw Mr. Macy's boat just 
beyond the circle of wreckage, and made for it. By akil- 
fnt use of the steering oar Mr. Macy avoided his rush, 
and Hall, the boatsteerer, seizing the whaling gnn, flred 
B bomb into him as he passed just beyond darting dis- 
tance. That was twice repeated before we came op, witb- 
oot noticeable effect upon tbe whale, and Mr. Macy had 
all he could do to keep the boat oat of those jaws, for the 
whale had taken the offensive, and was doing well. I had 
this part of the story from George Hall, himself, after we 
got back to the ship. 

We had been taking down an empty cask, with one of 
our canvas flags, such as we used on our drugs, stuck in 
the bung-hole. Wlien we got as near as we could, we left 
this cask floating, and retired a little, putting the cask 
between ns and the whale. The light cask, as large as a 
hogshead, floating bigb, soon drew the attention of the 
whale, which left Mr. Macy, and went for it. The antics 
of the cask under tbe repeated buttings of the whole wera 
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comical. It wu nearly m lig^t, in coopariMn '^th tin 
strength of the vhsle, as a football. When he struck it 
with his nose it gave out a reaonnding Pi*g-g! and leaped 
into the ait. This exasperated Um further. He eoold see 
nothing, think of nothing, but that resoonding cask. He 
chased it, and butted it again. Again the load, deep 
Ping-g! He batted it again and again; diased it and 
knocked it from side to side, made frantic hj its elaatio 
resistance. Onr whole crew went into qusms of laughter, 
regardless of the fact that we had somethiDg else to do 
than to langb at the antics of a craxy whale, and that, at 
any instant, he might transfer his attention to as. The 
loaded boat would not act as the cask did. 

We edged caotionslj toward the whale, Mr. Brown 
keeping oat of his range of vision, and Mr, Macy creeping 
np on his other side. Mr. Macy fired another bomb into 
bim before the Prince could dart or lance. He was pre* 
pared to do either, but at the report of Mr. Maey's gan, 
Mr. Brown told bim to nse onr gun. The whale had given 
a little convnlsive shiver on receiving the bomb, but there 
was no other resolt, although the bomb must have ex- 
ploded in his in'ards somewhere, as must the other three 
that Hall had sent into him. The Piince fired twice, and 
Mr. Macy once more, which exhaosted his stock of bombs ; 
but the whale did not relax his attentions to the cask, 
which seemed to exert a peculiar fascination. All this time 
he was butting it, and it was responding with a Pi*g-gl 
snd a leap into the air. 

Suddotly he caught aig^t of the ship, which had borne 
down upon us, and was pretty near. He left the cask, 
headed for her, and went nnder. We could do nothing but 
watch. After bntttng the ship, the whale most have come 
np on the other side of her, for the men on deck ran over 
to that side. A few seconds later I heard the reports of 
whaling guns — they are not to be mistaken — and then 
more, and Mr. Brown and Mi. Macy proceeded quietly to 
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gathering in the svimming crews, who had been in the 
water abont an hour. We did not take the stove boats and 
their gear on that trip, but polled at once to the ship. 

On getting to her we found the whale dead alongside^ 
right in position, and the men getting the fluke chain 
ready. He had had eleven bombs exploded in him; but 
what finished him was the thorough lancing hy Captain 
CoSin, who had got out on the wales, held on hj tfae main 
chains, leaned out and pumped his lance np and down in 
bis life. The bombs must have done their work after a 
fashion, for before he was lanced the wliale had vomited 
np a great number of pieces of cnttle fish. Among tha 
pieces of squid were the reouiants of a shark of good siae. 
All tfae fragments had not disappeared when we got there. 

Poor Peter, wet as he was, and the sailmaker bad to go 
at once into the hold to see what damage had been done. 
They were down there three hours, but could find no 
damage, and the ship was not leaking more than she did 
before, which was but a few strokes a day, and jnst 
enough to keep her sweet — if a whaler can be called 
•weet. The whale most have stmck square upon the keel, 
not with full force. Meanwhile we pulled back again, got 
tiie stove boats and their gear, and pulled to the ship. 
More work for Peter. But that whale tried out over ninety 
barrels. 

That was the last fighting whale that we met. We were 
very nearly filled up, but Captain Nelson could not seem 
to let well enough alone. We kept on taking whales, easily 
taken and of a good siae, until the ship would not have 
held another bucket of oil anywhere. Even the try-pots 
were full, and tbe cooling-tank, and the spare pots on 
deck, and every receptacle that he could think of. He went 
so far as to get some of our water-casks on deck, empty 
ont the water, and fill them with oil, saying that there were 
plenty of places where we could get water on the way 
home. He was going borne by Cape Horn. I only wondef 
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that he did not fill the copper dippers and the tin eana 
with oil. No donbt he woald hare done ao if they had 
beld enoagh to make any appreciable diffcrcDce. We had 
orer twenty-six hundred barrels of oil on board, and 
twenty-four hundred waa all we were Bnpposed to hold. 

He went hack to take a last lode at the islands, and 
niakc more careful observations. It did not take long, only 
a few hours, for it happened that they were in sight at 
our last trying-out. In all our cruising in that neiglihor- 
hood we had ncrer been far from them, often within 
thir^ miles or so, their barren belgbts in plain si^t on a 
fairly dear day. I never saw a figure of greater dejection 
and melancholy than Captain Nelson wbea we came in 
■l^t of the leeward side. There was a school of larga 
whales, perhaps twenty-five or thir^ of them basking on 
the surface. They were very tame, so tame that we nearly 
ran into two of them before they would move out of the 
course of the ship. They seemed to know that we were a 
full ship, and that we conid not take any more if we 
wanted to. Captain Nelson almost groaned aloud. 

We bore away to the southward, intending to make 
Tahiti, to get more water-casks, and a fresh supply of 
water. Tahiti lies abont southeast from our point of de- 
parture, but we were obliged to start to the south to take 
advantage of the trades. Peter was busy in matHftg new 
boats out of the remains of the two which had been stove 
two or three weeks before. He did not hurry at bis work, * 
for he was pretty tired, as we all were. The rest of ns did 
nothing to speak of, merdy such patching of rigging as 
was necessary. 



CHAPTER XXXV 

Thisx was no incident- until we got witMn ^gbt of TshitL 
I wcs leaning against the bench, watching Peter's leis- 
urely progress with the boat. This boat was the one which 
had been cat in two hj the whale. The other one was fin- 
ished, painted, and bottom np on the after hoose. Captain 
Nelson meant to trade all his spore boats, which had beea 
store, among the islands. Not that those boats were not 
good and seaworthy — Peter's workmanship conld not be 
other than that; bnt the captain seemed to think that they 
were more desirable for trading pnrposes than for chasing 
whales. I did not know about that, bnt there was no more 
chasing whales to be done on that Toyage. Wbaleboats 
were mnch In demand in all the islands, and would bring 
a good price in trade. So these boats, glistening In their 
coats of fresh paint, were pnt on the after bouse, and cov- 
ered with an old sail to keep them from blistering in the 
hot aun. 

Peter had been saying nothing, but pottering pleasantly 
about his pleasant work, a half-smile on his leathety 
face. There was a fascination for me in watching Peter, 
and I had said nothing either. There is always a fasdn^ 
tjon in watching a thoronghgoing workman, but especially 
■ boatbnilder or a shipbuilder or a blacksmith; a real 
smith, not merely a shoer of horses. It is so with me, at 
least, although there is almost as much in watching a 
really skilful cabinet-maker like Oman. I snppoae the 
cabinet-maker's work should possess more faocinatloo, aa 
such a man has progressed several grades beyond the 
others. Perhaps it is a little beyond me, or ft may be be- 
canse of my contempt for glue. A cabinet-maker uses m 
deal of glue. 

Peter looked up at last, and glaneed ahead. When he 
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ItxAed down at bia work sgaio hli half-smile liad broad- 
ened into a grin. 

" There 's Tahiti, lad," he taid. 

I nodded. " Yea, I know. There '■ nothing to see yet." 

Peter was bending over hia work, and he gave a queer 
cfanckle. 

" Oh, I don't know/' he said. " Yon nerer can tell what 
yon may see until yon look. Yon might aee an old friend, 
Timmie. A real sailor always knows what shows above the 
horizon, and sometimes what 's beyond, if it ain't too 
far." 

This speech of Peter's nettled me a little, for I tboo^t 
I was a real sailor by this time. I looked aronnd carefully. 
It was pretty clear, with occasional heavy clouds, and 
deep shadows under them. There was one snch cloud away 
down to the northward, and I thonght that I saw a vessel 
in its shadow. The clouds were moving briskly, and as I 
watched, the ann suddenly shone there, and illumined the 
topsail yards of a schooner and the npper half of her 
lower sails. It was like a spotlight in a theatre, suddenly 
shoving the vessel into plain view against the shadows 
which surrounded her. There was but one such rig in all 
the seven seas. It was the Annie Battles. She had left 
Papeete within an hour, probably, and was standing to the 
northward. 

I sighed. " Jost our luck," I said. " If she had only 
been a few hours later! " 

" Would yon call it good lock, or bad, Timmie? " 

" I should call it bard luck, Peter. Wonld n't you? " 

" Well," he answered slowly, " she ain't mine, and I 
don't believe in looking for troable. I suppose Cap'n Cof- 
fin calls ft hard lock. You can see for yourself." And he 
jerked his head in the direetion of the after bouse. 

There stood Captain Coffin, a glass ^ned to hia eye. 
He said nothing, but he bad no need to. Anybody could 
tell from hia face what hia thoughts were. 
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At Fftpeete we got onr water, and our extra cuka, al- 
though some of them had to be laabed on deck, ai the hold 
waa full. It ttxA leveral dayi to get this done, for extra 
casks were not plentifnl, and the men conld not be denied 
some liberty ashore. The pleaanrea that Papeete offered to 
our shore- famished men were alluring, and it was hard to 
get them back. I could understand this, for I went ashore 
too. I managed to resist the allurements of the place, 
thanks more to Peter than to any tendency on my own part 
to ascetidsm, and I had a thoroughly good time. Wbea I 
got ba<^ to the ship I found that Captain Coffin had been 
nwfc'Pg Inquiries, and had fovnd that the Annie Battles, 
ondei the name of the Sestoam, had sailed on a trading 
trip among the islands to th« eastward, the Paumotas and 
the Marquesas. He was as ezched as a boy, and full of 
eagerness and glee. 

We got our men bac^ at last, and sailed to the north- 
ward. I was surprised at this, for we were bound home, 
and for the most rapid passage around the Horn we 
ahould have started out to the southward; but 1 thought 
it likely that Captain Coffin bad persuaded Captain Nel- 
son to have a last try at the Battles. If she stopped at the 
islands, as she would, making freqoent stops, we should be 
close on her heels, and might reasonably hope to catch 
her. At one of the Marquesas Islands, too, there was a 
well-known spring of rery good water, emptying on the 
beach. Whalers often touched there for water, and it 
might have been in Captain Nelson's mind to fill up bis 
casks there for the long run around the Horn. 

The days passed, and nothing happened. Whatever 
eagenen I bad felt oosed away; bat Captain Coffin's did 
net, I Judged. He was silent, restless, tense wi^ it, espe- 
cially as we began to raise the Paumotas, one after an- 
other. These are atolls, with the usnal coral reefs, sea- 
beach, and lagoon, none of them more than a few feet 
•bore sea lereL The topmasts of the Battles would he 
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eaaflj- feen abore them, mileu some mnimslly tall coa^ 
nnt trees vere In the mj. We did not go fur into tba 
archipelago, for it !■ dangcroiu narigatioii there for a vea- 
kI aa large as the Clearchos, and one no more easilj 
manageable. The passages are filled with hidden dangers, 
and the currents swift and treacherona. 

We had J)een searching, in a superficial way, for « 
week or more, when, one morning, dawn showed oa a small 
atoll, a few mllea long. We bewd the dnll boom of the 
aorf, and with the growing light wc saw a long white 
beach, crowned wlUi green regetation. A few stunted coco- 
palms showed their green tufts, and beyond the palms the 
familiar topsail yarda of the Battles. There was no sign 
of habitation, and we found out later that this atoll was 
uninhabited, and vialted only occasionally by canoe par- 
ties from some other atoU, in search of c^gs, or fiib, or 
adventure. At the time it seemed strange to me that aome- 
body from the crew of the Battles hod not seen ns. The 
ClearchuB must have been as familiar to tbem as the Bab- 
tle> waa to ns. Then I concluded that they had not seen us 
because they were doee under the palms, and had had no 
lookout to seaward, and perhaps had been asleep. I was 
right in one thing: they had been asleep. They were not 
asleep now, for, as we worked aromid to find tiie opening 
into the lagoon, we heard faint noises, as if they were 
shouting to one another. 

When we reached a point from whidi we cpuld see Into 
the lagoon, we saw that the schooner was plainly aground ; 
there were a number of large canoes drawn up on tbe 
abore; and there on Uie beach was the crew of tbe Battles, 
surrounded by nativea, and fighting for their lives. I heard 
no guns, and supposed that they must have been lured 
ashore by the prospect of trade, and then attacked. 

Captain Nelson did nothing immediately, but turned to 
Captain Coffin. I chanced to be near tbem at the time. 

" What do yon think, Fred? " be asked. " Shall we try 
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to help jaar ctew there i Tbe^ 're no better than pirate*, 
and I 've do doubt the Ean^ai hare the right of H." 
Some particularly Tillainoas example of thievery on the 
part of the Battles ma probably at the bottom of the 
' quarrel. " But I suppose we 've got to." 

Captain C<^n nodded. " I want to settle their bash my- 
I self." 

I was on tiptoe with that laughing exhilaration that 
always came upon me before a fight of any kind, and I 
found that I had bees afraid that Captain Nelson would 
stay out of it. 

I dived below, where I gathered all the arms from the 
eaUn; and, the steward helping me, I got them on deck. 
I found three boats down. They were Mr. Macy's, Cap- 
tain Coffin's, and mine. In which the captain was going 
in place of Mr. Brown. There was some danger to the 
ship in leaving her so lightly manned, for the islanders 
might take it into thdr heads to attack her; but he took 
the chance. I bad an oak wagon-spoke in addition to a 
spade. I had found it among the firewood taken on at New 
Bedford. A wagon-spoke is an excellent weapon, and that 
was not the only time I nsed one. 

It took us some time to find the opening In the reef. 
There were sereral false leads, and we found the break 
narrow when we hit upon it. I wondered that the Battles 
bad been able to get through. 

The fighting was going on at the head of the lagoon, a 
little over half a mile from the point where we entered, 
too far off to see what had been happening. All we could 
•ee from that distance was a confused mass of men, and 
aU we heard was a confused shouting. After we had 
•trsightened out on the course to the beach, I saw nothing 
but the backs and the oars of the men before me. Captain 
Nelson at the steering oar, and the other boats out of the 
tail of my eye. We were a little in advance. 

The shouting grew Id volume as we approached the 
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■bore, bat I heard no white man's shoot. They hsd no 
bre&th to waste. We were perhaps an eighth of a mile 
from shore when Captain Nelson spoke quietly, saying 
that some twenty of the islanders were swimniing out to 
meet ns. 

" Be ready with yonr knives and spades, boys," he said. 
" Don't let them get hold of your oars," 

The men were not supposed to hare knives — at least, 
not with sharp points, bat two or three of the Fortngueae 
produced them, and took them between their teeth; and 
there were two knives in each boat, and the hatchet. 

However, we pulled away from them and grounded on 
the beach. The shock of it very nearly sent me on my back 
in the bottom of the boat. I saw Captain Nelson covering 
our landing with his Spencer, and I saw him raise it to 
his shoulder and fire once. Then we tumbled out, I with 
my spade and my wagon-spoke. A spear whistled over my 
shoulder, making a flesh wound, and I gave a roar, and 
rushed upon the irregular line of islanders. As I ran, I 
remember vaguely that I laughed and shouted. 

I have no clear recollection of what happened, but I 
do know that I had no fear of anything, I had an utter 
iasensibilify to pain, and a fierce joy in mere fighting. My 
wagon-spc^ was a more handy weapon than the spade, 
wlii<^ I used to ward off blows aimed at me, while I 
wielded the wagon-spoke as a club. It was a very good 
dub, well-balanced and licavy, with sharp comers on the 
hub end. I was pretty strong then, and could swing it to 
•ome purpose. The natives — I do not like to call them 
savages — had been armed with spears of hard wood, as 
dangerous as steel-pointed spears, and with a war-club of 
peculiar shape, made of ironwood. Most of them had cast 
thdr spears by this time, and fought with their clubs, 
much as I did. 

I do not know just how many islanders there were, but 
there must have been well over a hundred altogether. 
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There mre elghtecD of oi, and about twenty in the crew 
of the Battlei; but many of the Battlei' men had been 
killed or disabled before we got there. There could not 
have been more than a half a dosen left on their feet. I 
saw Mr. Wallet tranafixed by a ipear withia six feet of 
me, the spear in the hands of a gigantic islander. I cannot 
remember that I felt a pang of pity when I saw Mr. Wal- 
let go down. I do not tiiink that I had any feeling wbat- 
erer, or that I should have had whoerer it bad been. 

The man next to Mr. Wallet was evidently of a different 
calibre. He was bleeding from many wounds, and fighting 
like a fiend. The man with the spear wrenched it free 
from Wallet's body, and lunged at this man. He leaped 
forward, tore the spear from the other's grasp, and like 
Ughtnlng he plunged it into his body. It went clear 
through and came out at the back. It could not be got out 
■gain, as there were deep cuts upon it, making a series of 
•aw-teeth on the edge of the long blade, and these teeth 
■tuck on the ribs. He left it sticking there, looked qnickly 
aroujid, and can^t sight of Captain Coffin. Apparently 
he had not seen him before. 

I fonnd out a little later that the man was Drew, bat I 
guessed as much then. He stood still for a moment, and I 
saw the changing expressions chase each other across his 
face. There was despair — for an Instant — and then a 
hardening, and the fierce light came back to his eyes, and 
a scornful smile cnrled his lips, but hope was gone. Here 
was Coflin. That meant that he wonld be carried back and 
hanged If he surrlved this fight. He had to die, anyway, 
and he preferred to die fighting; bat there were two or 
three of us that he meant to take with him. His first more 
was against Captain Coffin, who was engaged In a hand- 
to-hand fight with two natives. These natives, I think, were 
not mnch given to Iiand-to-hand work. They preferred to 
stand off at a safe distance from their enemies and call 
names. In this case they bad depended upon their nunr- 
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bers, and bad been drawn into the cIom work and onild 
not get out; but the; vere brare, although they preferred 
the method of amfanah and maMacre. 

Up to thli time I had been in a condition of exaltation 
with the pure love of fighting. Han ii a fighting animal. If 
he were not he would never have got ao far. Whether right 
or wrong, it aeenu to me hopeleu to try to cruih out that 
instinct — but that i* by the way. The events just de- 
scribed had made their impression on my eye, but at the 
lime they made none on my brain. Now I roused from 
my dase, my brain resumed its activity with a nuh, and- 
I yelled a warning. 

Captain Coffin either did not hear me or did not dare to 
tnm his head. Drew hod grabbed np a war^lnb lying be- 
side a dead savage, and was trying to get at him, but his 
way was not clear. I leaped for him and yelled again. 
Other islanders were coming to the help of those engaged 
with Captain Coffin, and he was becoming the centre of 
the fighting. He was much the biggest white man there. 
Macy was nearly as tall, hot did not give the impression 
of bigness and power that Cpptain Coffin did. I caught s 
glimpse of Mr. Macy coming np on the other side of Cap- 
tain Coffin, and remember wondering what had become of 
the Prince. It was the kind of a fight that I had Imagined 
he would love. At tlte risk of my life I glanced about, and 
saw him just behind me, as if he was following to see 
that no harm came to me. There was the gleam of battle 
in his eye, his face was set, his lips drawn back in a tiger- 
snarl, showing his white teeth. They shone in his ebony 
face like a light at sea on a dark night 

Captain Coffin might have heard my warning yells, but 
he gave no sign. It would have been death for him to look 
back. Drew was slowly making his way toward him, 
striking at the natives who got in his way. A big native 
disputed the way, and I got almost within reach. The 
lalander gave before Drew's ferocious assault. Drew let 
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Uni go, and pressed on tOTsrd Captain Coffin. I leaped 
again, and got within reach a* be was in the act of bring- 
ing his club down on Captain Coffin's head. I stmck with 
•11 my might, and the blow went troe. Drew's wrist was 
broken, his bead was laid open in a long line, and he tot- 
tered. At that instant I beard the dull report of a Spencer. 
Drew's body whirled about, and cmmpled In a heap. 
Captain Nelson bad done it, and the bnllet bad gone 
through Drew's body, striking down one of the natives. 

Relieved of the anxiety of the moment, I dropped my 
hands, and drew a long breath. That was no time for 
dropping my hands, and I was brought quickly back to the 
present by the prick of a spear. I squirmed away, and 
looked np to see a club descending. There was no time to 
use my club, or to raise my spade, which hung in my left 
hand. There was a rush beside me, and the Prince, appar- 
ently empty-handed, launched himself at my assailant. 
My bead was saved, and both went down, just out of my 
reach. The Prince had broken his lance, but had saved 
the blade, which he plunged into the throat of the 
islander. At the same Instant on ironwood war-club 
crashed down on his bead. 

At that sight my fury returned. I have no knowledge 
of what followed In the next half-hour. I knew that not 
one of the Battles' crew was left on his feet, and I knew 
dimly that Kane was on one side of me, fighting with a 
wild Joy, and that on the other Mr. Macy was fight- 
ing with equal fnry. I have do doubt that he saved my 
life many times, for I knew no caution, and my only 
thought was to avenge the Prince, Mr. Macy's fnry was 
of the cold kind — a cool head and a hot heart — which 
does so much more damage than a mere blind rage like 
mine. At last I realised that the Islanders were trying to 
get at our boats. 

There were five or six times as many of them as of us, 
hot Captain Nelson managed to keep his force between 
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them and otu boats. None of his men wai killed except 
the Prince, but neatly all were wounded more or leas seri- 
ously, and all were weary. I know that, at last, with re- 
turning sanity, I found myself hardly able to lift my club, 
and utterly unable to strike again with my reddened 
spade. We were being forced back to the boats. It looked 
like a day for the islanders, and if they would have let as 
we would hare withdrawn. I heard nothing but a tumult 
of sound, and I could not see well. 

Suddenly there was a great shout from behind the na- 
tives, and I saw a considerable body of men break through 
the sparse vegetation which crowned the beach. It hap- 
pened before my eyes; a crowd of men — white men, 
twen^-five or thirty of them — armed witb lances, spades, 
and knives, issuing from that tangle to seaward, and rush- 
ing down on the rear of the islanders. They, poor chaps, 
gave one glance, then broke and ran. Some of them ran 
to their canoes, others ran directly into the water, and 
swam away, full tilt. The canoes followed, and we let 
them go. 

I knew we ought to put after them and see that they did 
no harm to the ship, but I could not hare pulled a pound. 
Neither could most of the others. I could only stand there, 
my hands banging limp at my sides, and gase after the 
canoes. I watched them out of sight through the passage 
to the sea. I was dimly consdoaa of a young chap who 
walked around me, looking me over, but I paid him no 
attention. At last he stood still before me, grinning. He 
poked me in the ribs. I squirmed, for my rit>a were sore. 

" HeUo, Tim," he said. 

I looked at him then; looked at bim long and hard, 
while he stood and grinned. It was Jimmy Appleby. 



CHAPTER XXXVI 

Op that meeting with Jimmy Appleby the less s&id the 
better. I believe that, in mj wearied and weakened state, 
I broke down and cried, but I hare no clear recollectitm. 
The first thing that I remember clearly Is being well 
down the lagoon, a passenger in my own boat. Our new 
shipmates were doing the polling, although those of the 
regular crew who were able sat on the thwarts beside the 
fresh men, and bent their backs with them. Two of our 
men, severely wounded, lay od the bottom of the boat, half 
mider the thwarts, and there, too, was the body of the 
Prince, covered with the sail. Captain Nelson stood at the 
steering oar, his face grave and set, looking out ahead. I 
crawled up to my place on the midship thwart beside a 
stranger, and got my hands on my oar; and the stranger 
turned his head and gave me a smile. 

We got safely out of the lagoon to sea, and on board 
the ship. The canoes were far down to leeward. They had 
given the ship a wide berth, but might come back again, 
after we had gone, to pick up their dead. I did not know 
what customs they practised in that respect. I know I 
was surprised to find that it was not yet noon. It seemed 
to me that almost a lifetime had passed since we had left 
the ship that morning. The wounded were cared for at 
once. Then the body of the Prince was passed up, and 
laid on the hatch cover. I drew near to it, and found Peter 
beside me. I had forgotten Jimmy Appleby. 

Peter said nothing, hut he laid his arm across my shoul- 
ders, and we saw the sailmaker come with a piece of old 
canvas, and his palm, and stitch the Prince up carefully, a 
few linka of old chain cable at his feet. I saw the crew 
gathering with bored beads, and Captain Nelson standing 
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with a Uttle book, but I did not hear what he read. The 
man in that long vhjte bundle — it shone daislingly in 
the hot Bunshine — would not have been there except for 
me. I hid mj face in mj arm against the rigging, hot tears 
bamed my eyes, and my shoulders shook; there was a 
gentle noise of canvas slipping on wood, a splash, and I 
raised my head to see Captain Nelson clapping his book 
shut, and the men as they turned away. 

Peter patted my shoulder. " Don't ye grieve, lad," he 
■aid. " He 'd have liked this way of it better. He was a 
good shipmate, if his skin was black. Come now, you 're 
wanted. A bite of dinner 'U do yon a world of good." 

At that I am afraid I lauded. It was hysterical, but I 
was quieted somewhat, and I went below. 

I had not yet hod a chance to hear Jimmy's story. It 
had to wait still longer, for the boats were sent ashore 
again in the afternoon, with all the new men, and some of 
ours. They buried the men of the Battles as well as they 
could. It was almost impossible to dig in that beach, for 
it was ill coral below the very surface. Then they carried 
their boats across from the ocean side to the lagoon, not 
more than three or four hundred feet, bot the low sunf 
mit thickly grown up with coconut-palms and low bushes 
and vines. It must have reminded Captain Coffin of the 
" haulover " at Nantucket, except for the growth. The 
" haulover " Is nothing but bare sand, and I believe the 
sea hod not broken through at that time. These boats 
which I speak of were those in which our new friends had 
come. I should not speak of them as our new friends, for 
many of them were old friends. 

Captain Coffin, with a boat's crew, stayed on the Bat- 
tles that night, looking her over. Jimmy did not, and I got 
his story. He was bursting with it. His ship was the John 
and Alice. After I left New Bedford his desire for the 
same sort of life, always strong, had become intense. He 
gave his parents no peace for nearly two years, finallj 
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threatenitig to run awaj If they woold not let him go. 
They gave in at that, and in the sninmer of 1S74 he 
ahlpped before the mast on the John and AJice. They had 
bem ont jnst about a year, had cruised off the River 
Plate, doubled the Horn, and covered the On Shore and 
Off Shore grounds. They were making their leisurely way 
toward Japan when the John and Alice was sunk by a 
whole in 143' W., 7* S., carrying their five hundred bor- 
reb of oil down with her. The crew took to the boats. 
There had been time to stow plenty of proviaions and 
water in the boats, and they were making for Tahiti, 
which they would have reached safely, without doubt. But 
they sighted some of these low-lying islands, and went in 
among them. They had been sailing through the pasaages 
of the archipelago for two days. At daylight on that morn- 
ing they saw the topmasts of the Clearchus showing dimly 
In the distance, and the topmasts of the Battles and the 
coco-palms aooo rose. They were making for the ship, 
passing just outside the line of surf which fringed the 
island, when they heard our tumult, and landed the best 
way they could. They managed it, but lost one of their 
boats in the surf, eapsised and pretty badly stove. The 
torf hod not been heavy, or they would have lost more, and 
possibly some men. Captain Nelson had the store boat 
brought aboard for Peter's surgery. 

Of course Jimmy's narrative was not so briefly told as 
I have given it Me was discnrsive and conversational, and 
given to embellishment. I kept him np until late that 
night, telling me all he knew of my mother, my father, 
my brothers, Tom and Josh; and I asked him about all 
my friends, ending up with Ann McEfm. About Ann he 
was enthusiastic, speaking of her in the slang of the day. 
1 forget what expression be used, but it corresponded to 
" perfect peach." I could well believe it. 

Captain Coffin had found the Annie Battles pretty 
firmly aground, and the coral had pnnched a bole in her. 
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It was not a hopeleu hole, altboo^ enough to jnttity any 
matter in abandoning hi> veasel. Captain Coffin was not 
that kind. All the staff was taken ont of her, and spread on 
the beach. Then she was baatilf patched on the inside, and 
pumped oot. That was Ytry nearly enonj^ to float her, 
bnt not qoite, for the rise of the tide at this point ii 
small. Still there waa that little peak of hard, sharp coral, 
which th^ were afraid would tear out more of her plank- 
ing when eight boats were fast, with forty oarg pulling at 
her. Our Kanakas had to go down and cut away the corot 
Then she waa beached, and hove down by our cntting- 
tackles from her mastheads to coc<mat-tranks. Her cut- 
ting-tackles had disappeared — probably thrown over- 
board. 

We all helped in this work, and I fomid that I had 
more bruises and unimportant wounds than I had believed 
possible; bat the condition was common to all who had 
been in the fight, and 1 was interested in the woric, which 
was familiar. We simply had to dispose of the corpses 
within a couple of days of beginning the wo^ That was 
an wipleasant job. We took titem far down to leeward, 
and burled them hastily In a eavem we found in the coral, 
bat diat did not entirely get rid of the stench at the beadt 
It was probably from the bodies of the white men burled 
there — in very shallow graves. 

It took two weeks to get the Battles beached and re- 
paired. Then we got her afloat again, the topmasts and 
yards sent up, sails bent and everything shipshape. With 
all her cargo — mostly trading stuff — piled on de^, we 
towed her out through the pass in the reef, and she waa 
at sea again, where she beltmged. She tied up alongside 
the Clearchns, and there began a whtdesale transfer of 
cargo. 

The Battles first stowed eight hmidred barrels of <mr 
oil, greatly relieving; us. Most of her cargo of trading 
stuff had been taken on the Clearchns, indicating that we 
were likely to stop at the Uarqoesas, and possibly at 
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•ome other islandA. I was gratified at that, for I wanted 
to see the Marqaeua, The diTiri<ni of water and prori- 
aions waa uaeqaal, the Battles being given enough to 
carry her home, irbile the Clearchns wonhl be obliged to 
fill her water-casks, at least. At last she was ready to go. 
She cast oflf, for the sea, which had been nnnsaally qniet 
all through the transfer, began to roughen. She did not 
go far, however, bat lay hove to, not far from as. Captain 
Coffin was in the cabin with Captain Nelson, and I was 
sent for. 

I bad watched the transfer of cargo and the selection 
of a crew for the Battles, with a mind at esse. I had 
taken it for granted that she wonld take the new men, and 
most of their boats. Jimmy was going, I knew, and I ac- 
cepted the fact with small regret, foe I found that a sepa- 
ratioo of three years had severed many of the ties which 
had boand us together. I went into the cabin with no small 
wonder what they conld want of me; probably nothing 
more than the same old blnish-white pitcher, with some- 
thing hot in It 

That was not what they wanted. I was hardly in the 
cabin when Captain Coffin asked me whether I wanted to 
go with him. He added that he was going aboard the Bat- 
tles within a few minutes, and if I wished, be would take 
me along. I was too dombfoonded to answer immediately, 
and Captain Nelson, taking my answer for granted, seat 
me ont again at once, saying that I had only time to get 
my things together, and to hurry, at that. So I foond my- 
self outside the cabin door, stumbling op the stairs, with- 
out having ottered a word. I hurried and got my belong- 
ings into my chest, carried the cheat out, and went to bid 
ft hasty good-bye to Peter, without having come to a ded- 
sioa. There was a certain reluctance in my actions. I 
wanted more Ume; yea, more time, at least But still I 
went I said half a doaen words to Peter, and half a 
dosen words to Mr. Brown, whom I met on my way aft. 

If I h^knnrntbe truth — and been willing to tell it. 



858 SHE BLOWS I 

which U quite a different matter — and If It had been a 
qneation merelf of chooaing between Mr. Brown and 
Jimmy, I should have cboaen Mr. Brown. Of coarse I was 
^ad to see Jimmy, but he was only a boy, with a boy's 
interest in things, and that did not satisfy me, possibly 
because I had been so long withont companions of my 
own age. Hr. Brown seemed mnch more of a real com- 
panion, with interests wbidi bad come to be my own. I 
nerei saw him again. 

It is B corioos thing how people go out of yonr life. 
Here was Mr. Brown, who, alone of the officers, had ad- 
mitted me to intimacy. I had became very food of him; 
and he dropped ont as soddealy and as completely as it 
be had fallen orerboard. I do not like it. It is not right, 
I cannot reconeile myself to it, and I hare never been 
able to nnderstand it For years I kept expecting to see 
him, but it is not likely now, tor be woold be nearly 
eighty, and probably be Is dead long ago^ He left 
the riilp at once opon her arrival in New Bedford, and 
vanished. Why? I wish I knew. I fonnd, npon inquiry, 
that his share of the voyage — his lay — was sent to an 
address in Mew York. I wrote, bnt nothing was known of 
him, and that ended the chapter. 

Peter I did see again. He became a frequent and wel- 
come visitor at my father's boose, and later at my own. 
Ann McKim liked him, and she, tny father, my mother, 
and Peter spent many an evening in going over the events 
of the voyage, a chart spread oat, and all fonr beads bent 
over it I sat back in the shadows and watched them. Bot I 
am getting ahead of my story. There is not much more to 
tell, so have a little patience, and It will be over. 

I was still in a sort of date when I got aboard ot the 
Battles, and she began to drop the Cleuchna. I watched 
the old ship, with all sail set, sink below the boriaon. 
When I could no longer make ont even her topgallant 
yards, I turned, and went slowly below. I was to bonk In 
the cabin, I fonnd, as Assistant Navigator, a totally mt* 
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necessary berth. Captain Coffin bad two of the mates of 
the John and Alice, both good navigatora, and he vaa a 
good navigator, of course; but there was room in the 
cabin for four, and he, in the kindness of his heart, gave 
the foorth berth to me. Before we got home I was made 
third mate, which was simply ridtcnloos. Probably Cap- 
tain Coffin wished to make it eaaj for me to get a third 
mate's berth on another voyage, which was kind and 
thoof^tfol. The Annie BatUes was nmch overmanned, 
with R total of tweuty-el^t men, leaving forty-two on the 
dearcbna. With so many men there was not much for any 
one to do, althoo^ we managed to keep the men busy 
enough. 

The mn home was withont Incident worthy of remariu 
We reached Cape Horn in January, the middle of tbe 
sonthem smnmer, and had no great difficulty and no more 
bad weather than is always met there. In the cabin, as I 
was, althoogh not yet a mate, I could not chum with 
Jimmy, who was before the mast, and I found It rather 
a IcHKSome berth. There was nothing for ne to do bat 
attend to my duties, which were lif^t, and watch the 
schooner >alL She was a very fast and easy vessel, and 
very wet in a sea; but she was not in the same class as 
the Virginia, Marshall, master. If 1 had not had that ex- 
perience I should have enjoyed the Battles more. Bnt I 
missed the discipline, the trimness, the everlasting right- 
nesa of the Virginia. Having seen that, nothing less would 
ever satisfy me completely. 

It was when we crossed the line that I was made third 
mate. Not long after, in the latitude of about 1ft* N., we 
ran into a gale, which started the seams of the patch on 
the bottom. No donbt Cape Horn weather bad something 
to do with it, but we had had no proper planking to mend 
It with, and it was rather weak. That started a leak which 
increased from day to day. With our extra men. Captain 
Coffin hoped that we could pump her home; but by the 
time we were oft Hatteroa it bad increased so much that 
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tbe men were kept tteaiSj at the pumps, and we put Into 
Norfolk. 

I left the Battle* at Xorfolk, I was anxioos to get home, 
and conld not even wait for the boat, which would have 
been cheaper. I went by train, and got in at the old 
wooden station on Pearl Street — "deepo " we called it, 
early Egyptian architectore — with leas than a dollar in 
my pocket It was only a few blocks from mj home, how- 
ever, and what use bad I for money t I ran all the way. 

Am I tamed the last comer, I stopped with a gasp. I 
had barely escaped mnning into a girl — and snob a girl ! 
I knew'ber at once, although she had blossomed since I 
went away, and she was wearing no ostrich plnme in her 
bat. Jimmy had not exaggerated. 

She had stopped, too. She bad to, for I braagfat to di- 
tectly in front of her. 

" Oh," she said, with a little smile, " I beg yonr par- 
don." 

" Ann ! " I said breathlessly. " Ana McEim, don't yon 
know me ? " 

I put oat my hand, and her band came slowly forward 
to meet it, while she looked np at me doubtfully. I 
watched tbe changing expression of her eyes. BecognltioD 
came into them suddenly, and the clasped my hand 
warmly. 

" Goody gradouB t " she cried. " It 's Tim, I do believe 1 
It 's not strange that I did n't know you i How yon 've 
grown and broadened! J mj^t have taken you for your 
father. You 're as big as be is." 

" Am I ? " I grinned, holding to her band as it It wen 
my mooring. "Am I, Ann?" 

" And you 're the color of new copper," she added. 
" Have you been home yet ? " 

I shook my bead. " I was just gt^ng there when I 
nearly ran you down." 

"Well, go along, Timmie, for mercy's sake, and let 
jour mother get a sight of yoo." She freed her hand 
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gently, uid gave me k little pnah. " Do they expect joat " 

" No, I came by train. It 'U be a surprise." 

" Why did n't yon let them know? " 

" Did n't think of it. We — but I '11 tell you all aboat 
it— " 

" To-nighL 1 11 come in pretty late — nearly nine 
o'clock. Good-bye." 

She waa gone aroond the comer before I could say a 
word. I gaped at the comer, then ran on again. Our house 
waa only tt little way up the street Nobody locked their 
doors in those days, and dashing ap the steps without 
stopping, I threw open the front door. I stood for a mo> 
ment, with my hand on the doorknob, listening for a sound 
to let me know where anybody was. How often I had 
done just that! My mother might be in the kitchen, or 
upstairs in her room, sewing. I heard nothing bnt a faint 
humming. 

"Mother!" I called. 

The hamming continued. "Who's that?" my mother 
answered, as if she was busy. " Tom or Josh? I never can 
tell you apart by your voices. What are yon home for 
now ? Is anything the matter ? " 

I snickered nerrooaly. " It 's me, mother. It 's Tim." 

The humming stopped suddenly. " Whatl It 's who? " 

I snickered again. I knew so well just bow she looked, 
stopping her sewing, her foot on the treadle, and her head 
up, listening. 

" It 's Tim. I 'm coming up." 

There was a. shriek, and the sound of a chair falling. I 
bounded up the stairs, and met her. At sight of me she 
stopped for an instanL 

" Mercy I " she cried. " Is that my little Tim ? " ' 

Then her arms were around me, and she was laughing 
and crying on my shoulder. 
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